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INTRODUCTION

The quantity of foreign criticism on the war

in South Africa leaves nothing to be desired.

The quality may be inferred from the fact

that one of the best known of German mili-

tary historians declares that khaki was not

taken into wear until after many defeats
;

that the English infantry attacked in solid

line
;
that volleys were the only species of

fire employed ;
and that the Boers never

made use of the spade ! The critics have

probably been misled by the gutter press, for

from no other source could the many false

statements which form the basis of their

criticism have been derived
;
and they have

no doubt been greatly hampered by their
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VI MY EXPERIENCES OF THE BOER WAR

want of experience of modern war. It is

disappointing, at the same time, to find such

deep students of European campaigns so

utterly abroad when they approach another

continent
;
and men who have been, and are

perhaps still, soldiers, so careless of fact and

so forgetful of fair play. The majority of

the articles dealing with the campaign are

not only remarkable for inaccuracy, but dis-

play an almost incredible disregard of the

peculiar features of the theatre of war, of the

nature of the fighting, of the disloyalty among
the Dutch Colonists, and of the advantages

possessed by the Boers. Others, again, be-

tray a large measure of pure spite, inspired,

it would seem, by the uneasy consciousness

that the command of the sea means more

than the writers have hitherto been willing to

admit, and by utter disgust at the revelation

of the unity of the British Empire.

Jealousy and injustice, however, do not

greatly concern us. It is much more to the

purpose to recognise that the sweeping con-
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demnatlon lavished, in so many quarters, on

our strategy and tactics is more likely to

have been provoked by irritation than to be

the result of patient investigation.

The art of war is diligently studied in

Continental armies, and in certain respects

with verygood results. As regards the defence

of the frontier on the outbreak of war, and the

initial steps of a campaign in any part of their

dominions, the great European Powers are

probably better prepared than ourselves.

The fortresses are garrisoned ;
the magazines

full to the very doors
;
the transport effec-

tively organised ;
the maps ready for issue

;

the positions where the troops are to con-

centrate selected
;
and the orders for their

movements and distribution already drawn

up. The circumstances, however, are widely

different. The frontiers of the European

Powers, except Russia, are, in the first place,

of very limited extent compared with those

of the British Empire ; and, in the second,

if they were not adequately protected, they
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might be attacked at any moment in over-

whelming force. Nevertheless, when our

critics reproach us for the neglect of precau-

tion, it may be admitted that they are theo-

retically correct. Here, however, they are

on ground where they may be trusted not to

err. The broad principles which govern the

defence of an exposed frontier are the same

everywhere. Fortresses, magazines, trans-

port, maps, positions, are always necessary ;

and it is doubtless true that, had Natal been

garrisoned by 20,000 men, and Ladysmith

adequately fortified, Sir Redvers Duller might

have marched straight into the Free State,

and the conquest of the Republics have been

far less costly.

It is when the critics come to discuss the

strategical movements of the campaign, as

distinguished from the strategical prepara-

tion, that they betray their limitations. By
this time they have probably been enlightened

by the publication of the Commander-in-

Chief's despatches ; but it is impossible not
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to be Struck by the narrow formalism, and

often unpractical character, of their strategical

and tactical conceptions. If they are to be

taken as the exponents of foreign military

thought, then the study of the art of war

has indeed fallen on evil days. In almost

every article we mark the same defects.

First, an entire ignorance of our system of

government, of the elementary principles of

political economy, and of the responsibilities

of a great Colonial Empire. Second, a

reckless treatment of evidence. Third, a

positive disinclination to admit that the

organisation, drill, training, and composition

of Continental armies might possibly be

bettered ; and, lastly, the habit of testing

strategical and tactical operations by a

number of hard-and-fast rules.

The first of these we might pass by with-

out further comment, were it not that ignor-

ance of factors of such importance points

either to superficial methods of study or to a

want of grasp. Nor would the second be
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worth notice if it did not lead us to suspect

that the theorists are not over-scrupulous

as to the means by which they arrive at

their conclusions. The third, to be dealt

with later, is a fault more serious than the

last—the habit of testing everything by

the so-called rules of war. How often must

the critics in question have told the story

of the old Austrian generals and the young

Napoleon ! And yet, like all pure theorists,

they are rapidly degenerating into formalists

of exactly the same type as the unfortu-

nate veterans whom the great breaker of

rules so hardly treated. It is not to be

wondered at. Both strategy and tactics must

be studied practically as well as theoretically
—

on the field as well as at manoeuvres or in

the study ;
and unless a soldier has a practical

acquaintance with war
;
unless he is familiar,

from personal contact, with the conditions

that govern both strategy and tactics
;
unless

he understands that in war it is always the

unexpected that happens ;
he is not likely,
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except his genius be Napoleonic, to be worth

much as either critic or leader. More than

this, the man who has never had to do with

the conception and execution of strategical

movements Is pretty certain to overlook the

difficulty of putting principles into practice,

to underrate the part played by the unfore-

seen
; and, in consequence, to be too apt to

believe that rules and precedents are of far

greater importance than common-sense, and

that the methods sanctioned by previous

practice are the only methods that a general

should use.

War, however, is no exact science
;

It

has no fixed code of rules. All that can be

said is that there is one good working prin-

ciple
—the concentration of superior force at

the decisive point
—which, if applied, will

generally bring about success
;
and a good

many others which it Is risky, but not neces-

sarily fatal, to infringe. But the theorists

will have it that the rules of war are as

inflexible as the Ten Commandments.
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' Such and such a principle was violated,'

they cry,
* therefore the strategy was un-

sound.' It may be remarked, however, that

they never seem to consider whether any

other strategy was possible. For example,

the German military historian already re-

ferred to declares that when the Boers in-

vested Ladysmith
*

they hoped to force the

English to send their main force to Natal.

General Duller,' he continues,
'

foolishly com-

plied with their desire, and split up his army

corps so that on no one of the three fields of

operations could he appear with the neces-

sary superiority.' Passing by the fact that the

Boers wanted to occupy Natal, and not to

attract the main English army thither, it will

be observed that the critic makes no attempt

to discuss the reason which induced Sir

Redvers Buller to act as he did, nor does he

suggest an alternative. It is quite enough

for him that the General did not apply the

first rule of strategy. Whether it was prac-

tical to do so he never stays to consider ;
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and yet the circumstances were such that the

division of the army corps into three parts,

on three different lines of operations, was

absolutely unavoidable. Had Ladysmith and

Kimberley been well-found fortresses of

modern type, such as the German critic is

accustomed to see on European frontiers,

they might for the time being have been

left to themselves, while the army corps

marched en masse upon Bloemfontein. But

both Ladysmith and Kimberley, as it

seemed at the time, and as the writer him-

self admits, might have been stormed before

the army corps could be concentrated
;
and

had either one or the other fallen, it was

within the bounds of probability that the

whole of the Cape Dutch would have risen

in rebellion. In order to prevent the Boers

from pressing the sieges with vigour, as well

as to keep the would-be rebels in suspense.

Sir Redvers Buller had absolutely no alter-

native but to attempt to relieve both garrisons

simultaneously.
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Other instances, displaying even greater

pedantry, might be cited
;
but it is sufficient

to note that in every single case the critic

entirely fails to grasp the bearing of condi-

tions which he has never before contemplated,

and that he makes no allowance whatever

for the difference between war in South

Africa and war in Europe.

The truth is that the military writers of

the Continent are so saturated with the cam-

paign of 1870-71, and have confined their

industry so closely to the conditions of one

theatre of war—the tract of fertile, thickly

populated, and highly civilised country which

lies between Berlin and Paris—that they

understand war under one aspect only.

They are doubtless quite right to concentrate

their attention on what is of vital importance

to themselves. But we are not, therefore,

bound to believe that they are good judges

of warfare under conditions with which

they are absolutely unfamiliar, nor that the

rules which they deduce from events which
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occurred thirty years ago, on a theatre of

war of the easiest and most favourable

character, are of universal application. In

fact, there is good reason to suspect that

their intense devotion to one aspect of war

and a single series of events is acting ad-

versely on their own armies. As has been

already said, in war it is always the unex-

pected that happens. There is no finality

in either strategy or tactics. The theorist

may believe that he has anticipated every-

thing that can possibly occur
;
but history

tells us that in almost every campaign some

new factor—produced sometimes by accident,

sometimes by the genius of an individual,

sometimes by a national Instinct—takes even

the most experienced by surprise, and often

completely reverses the accepted teaching

of the time. So in the early battles of

Napoleon the rigid masses of Austrians and

Prussians broke up into bewildered frag-

ments under the fire of the French skir-

mishers, and fell an easy prey to the columns
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in rear. In the Peninsula, on the other

hand, those same skirmishers, met by the

two-deep Hne and its broad front of mus-

ketry, recoiled helplessly on the columns

whose advance they could no longer cover.

In these instances the surprise was tactical
;

in others it has been strategical
—in 1870,

for example, the rising of the French people

and the creation of the National Army, a

proceeding which even Moltke considered

absolutely contrary to rule
;
in 1866, Moltke's

invasion on two distinct lines of operation,

an innovation which still shocks the theorist
;

in 1877, Plevna; and in 1899, the Boer

invasion of Natal.

Furthermore, in every campaign one side

or the other will have to face conditions for

which it is impossible to make provision.

Defeat, as a rule, destroys the organisation

of an army, scatters the transport, reduces

one or more arms of the service to inef-

ficiency, and puts out of gear the whole

machinery of the Staff. Here neither rule
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nor precedent will avail. Common-sense,

the resourcefulness which is born of a

varied experience, and the habit of deal-

ing with questions of organisation to suit

special circumstances, are alone to be relied

on where a new army has to be consti-

tuted from the disjecta membra of an old

one. When Lord Roberts landed at Cape
Town on January lo, 1900, and decided to

march on Bloemfontein, and so relieve both

Kimberley and Ladysmith, the troops avail-

able for the enterprise were scattered in

independent commands over a huge tract of

country. There was no army organisation.

There was very little transport. There was

a deficiency of mounted men. The railway

facilities were limited. There was no plan

of campaign, and there was hardly any infor-

mation regarding the physical features of the

country to be invaded. In short, except the

organisation of the communications, almost

everything had to be dealt with de novo.

Nevertheless, a month later an army 35,000
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Strong, including 10,000 mounted men, 116

guns, and transport sufficient to enable it

to reach Bloemfontein, over 100 miles from

the rendezvous, was concentrated between

the Orange and the Modder. In those thirty

days the soldiers whose good luck associ-

ated them with this achievement probably

learnt more of war, and of the training best

adapted to its successful conduct, than

any theorist could teach them
;
and if the

question were put to them,
*

Is it likely that

men trained on a cut-and-dried system,

whose reliance is on rule and precedent, and

whose experience is even narrower than

their reading, would have dealt so effectively

with such extraordinary conditions ?
'

not one

would reply in the affirmative.

Nearly a century ago a great conqueror

scoffed at the *

Sepoy General
' who had

landed in Portugal with a tiny army. Yet

that Sepoy General, who had seen war under

many aspects, who had all his service been

organising, and improvising, and dealing with
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different races in different climates, and who,

at the same time, was a vigilant student of

European warfare, was the only general that

neither Napoleon nor his marshals could

overthrow. We may still be permitted to

believe that the training of the British officer,

involving, as it does, like that of Wellington,

a knowledge of many men, of many climates,

of many lands, and of many modes of fight-

ing, does more to sharpen and quicken both

thought and action than a knowledge of a

single campaign and the practice of peace

manoeuvres under unvarying conditions.

The same reluctance to dive deep enough

to find the truth and to make just allowances

characterises the reflections on the tactics as

on the strategy of the campaign. It is not

to be denied that the grand tactics—that is

to say, the management of the battles and

the combination of the three arms—have

been sometimes faulty. No generals, how-

ever, even of the school of Moltke, are

infallible
; and, in any case, failures in leader-



XX MY EXPERIENCES OF THE BOER WAR

ship are capable of so many interpretations

that the question is too large ror discus-

sion here. But as regards minor tactics,

such as outposts, reconnaissance, formation

under fire, and methods of attack, the critics

give far too little credit, not only to the

peculiar conditions of South African war and

the hunter's craft of the Boer marksman, but

to the terribly demoralising effect of modern

fire and the embarrassments created by

smokeless powder. These last are the im-

portant features of the campaign, and it is

with something more than surprise that we

note a stubborn refusal to admit that the flat

trajectory of the small-bore rifle, together

with the invisibility of the man who uses it,

have wrought a complete revolution in the

art of fighting battles.

To have to confess that the organisation

and training of their gigantic armies is based

on antiquated principles would be more than

humiliating : it would be the signal for most

costly and laborious reforms. Yet the pheno-

mena of the South African conflict permit
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no doubt whatever that the revolution is an

accomplished fact. It is foolish, therefore,

to say the least, to attempt to explain away
these phenomena by questioning the courage

of the English infantry, the intelligence of

the cavalry, or by calmly assuming that our

methods of attack were prehistoric, that our

shooting was bad, and our patrolling careless.

Hasty generalisations, based on the very

vaguest hearsay, and put forward by theo-

rists who are notoriously prone to super-

ficial analysis, are not likely to find accept-

ance.

Nor is it to be forgotten that the last

tactical revolution was produced by exactly

the same causes as the present. With

the advent of the breechloading rifles in

the decade 1860-70 the rate of fire was

more than doubled, the trajectory half as

flat again, the accuracy at all but short

ranges at least twice as great. Yet the

superiority of the first breechloaders to

the weapon they superseded was assuredly

not more marked than the superiority of the
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small-bore repeater, in rate of fire, in flatness

of trajectory, and in accuracy, to the large-

bore single-loader; and in 1860-70 the

powder remained unchanged.

The nature of the revolution may be

stated in a few words :

1. Infantry, attacking over open ground,

must move in successive lines of skirmishers

extended at wide intervals.

2. Cavalry, armed, trained, and equipped

as the cavalry of the Continent, is as obsolete

as the Crusaders.

3. Reconnaissance, even more important

than heretofore, is far more difficult.

To the first two of these propositions the

theorists will take desperate exception. They
have already proclaimed that the attack in

line of skirmishers was simply adopted, both

by ourselves and by the Boers, because

neither we nor they knew better, and that

Continental soldiers would have found no

need to change their ordinary formations.

The truth is, however, that our ordinary
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formations, previous to the war, were almost

identically the same as those of other armies
;

but that our officers, thanks to the experi-

ence of the Tirah campaign, and to a very

general instinct in favour of less rigid

methods, recognised, before even a shot was

fired, that what they had practised in peace

was utterly unsuited to the Mauser-swept

battlefield. On hardly a single occasion was

the usage of the manoeuvre-ground adhered to.

At least five paces between skirmishers, with

supports and reserves in the same open order,

was the rule from the very first
;
and the

fact that the normal formations were so

unanimously discarded speaks as highly for

the resourcefulness of the British officer as

the fact that the formations so unanimously

substituted proved admirably adapted to the

new conditions.

We shall not expect to see our example

universally followed. At the last autumn

manoeuvres of the Continental armies the old

system of attack still held the field
;
and thick
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firing lines, supported by closed bodies and

offering ideal targets, stolidly advanced,

without the slightest attempt to make use of

the advantages of the ground, against the

most formidable positions. It is still, too, an

article of faith that four things only are

necessary to success in the infantry attack—
viz., discipline, energy, unity, and numbers.

Such has been the opinion of Continental

soldiers since the close of the Franco-

German war, and until their experience has

been enlarged they are not likely to abandon

it. Nevertheless, it contains two fatal flaws.

First, that in these days of a flat trajectory

and the magazine, mere weight of numbers,

and the piling of battalion on battalion,

will have the same effect as in the days of

Napoleon. Second, that a dense line, formed

of as many rifles as can find room, halting

at intervals, will pour in so heavy and effec-

tive a fire as to render the return fire of the

defenders comparatively innocuous.
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It is not to be denied that numerical

superiority is generally essential to success.

But superiority, or at least equality of moral,

is just as necessary ;
and when the prepon-

derating masses suffer enormous losses
;
when

they feel, as they will feel, that other and

less costly means of achieving the same end

might have been adopted, what will become

of their moral} Good troops are not,

indeed, to be stopped by the fear of heavy

losses, even up to 30 or 40 per cent., if they

understand that by no other means can

victory be attained. But they are very easily

stopped if they once come to believe that

they are unintelligently handled
;
and the

wise leader is he who yields, so far as

discipline allows, to the instincts of those

who follow him. Numbers thrown in after

the same reckless fashion as they were

thrown in by Napoleon at Wagram, or by

Grant at Spotsylvania, or by Steinmetz

at Gravelotte, may win once
;
but even the
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best-disclpllned army will not readily respond

to a second call of the like nature.

Yet if troops are formed in dense lines

from the very first they must be prepared to

be lavish of their blood. The experience of

the battlefield, putting aside mere common-

sense, proves conclusively that against a

well-covered enemy the troops advancing to

the attack effect very little by their fire until

they arrive within 500 or 600 yards of the

position. With smokeless powder they can-

not even see the target ; and, even if the

defenders are to a certain extent disturbed by

the storm of bullets fiying overhead, they can

hardly fail, if they do no more than keep

their rifles horizontal, to play havoc with the

mass opposed to them. It is argued, on the

other hand, that a thin line of skirmishers

must necessarily lose in the same ratio. But

mathematical formulae do not hold good

upon the battlefield. The fact remains that

a thin line of skirmishers suffers much less

in proportion than a thick one
; and, more-
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over, the moral effect Is vastly different.

Twenty-five skirmishers covering 250 yards

of front will hardly notice the loss of five of

their number ; 250 men, shoulder to shoulder,

will be sensibly affected by the loss of fifty.

Nor is there the slightest reason that

discipline, energy, and unity should not be

as conspicuous in the attack of skirmishers

as in the attack of denser lines. The former

method demands much more from the indi-

vidual ;
and the Individual, both officer and

soldier, must therefore be trained and accus-

tomed to independent action. But troops so

trained will show a higher intelligence than

others, and higher discipline, for it will not

be merely a mechanical product ;
and intel-

ligence, backed by discipline, is the surest

guarantee of energetic and united action.

The objection most frequently urged

against the attack by skirmishers who take

advantage of all cover, avoid all unnecessary

exposure, and gain ground to the front by

stealth rather than by dash, is that the men
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become too careful of their lives. But is not

this method of attack the reflection and the

extension ofgood leading ? The most brilliant

offensive victories are not those which were

mere *

bludgeon work,' and cost the most

blood
;
but those which were won by sur-

prise, by adroit manoeuvre, by mystifying

and misleading the enemy, by turning the

ground to the best account, and of which the

butcher's bill was small. How trifling was

the loss, comparatively speaking, in many
of the earlier and more decisive battles of

Napoleon ;
how few English soldiers fell at

the passage of the Douro, at Salamanca, at

Vittoria, on the Bidassoa, and in the astonish-

ing fight on the Nivelle
;
how few Germans

at Sedan
;
and yet the generalship was of

the highest order.

It may be said, however, that it is one

thing for a general to spare his men, and

another for the men to spare themselves ;

and undoubtedly the new system demands

the very strictest discipline, high training.
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and resolute leaders. But if the new system

is dangerous the old is impossible, except at

a cost of life which no army and no nation

can afford.

If the truth be told, the tactics of certain

foreign armies, of which the chief character-

istic is that they rely on the momentum of

the mass rather than the skill of the indi-

vidual, are as degenerate and out of date as

the Prussian tactics in 1806, and from the

same cause. A long peace is generally fatal

to military efficiency. Too little experience

of war and too much experience of field-days

have always the same results—rigid and un-

varying formations, attacks ruled by regu-

lations instead of common-sense, and the

uniformity of the drill-ground in every phase

of the soldier's training. Uniformity is sim-

ple ;
it is easily taught, and it is eminently

picturesque ;
it simplifies the task of inspect-

ing officers ;
it is agreeable to the centralising

tendencies of human nature
;
and when it

appears in the guise of well-ordered lines.
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advancing with mechanical precision, it has a

specious appearance of power and discipHne,

especially when compared with the irregular

movements of a swarm of skirmishers. Fur-

thermore, it is far less difficult to train men

to work in mass than independently. Thus

order, steadiness, and uniformity become a*

fetish
;

officers and men are drilled, not

trained ;
and all individuality, however it

may be encouraged by regulations, in practice

is quietly repressed.

But if a state of profound peace has robbed

the Continental infantry of elasticity, it has

been even more mischievous for the sister

arm. Even our own cavalry, when it took

the field in 1899, was more or less paralysed

by the burden of effete traditions. Despite

the lessons of the American and the Russo-

Turkish wars, it had been trained, so far as

battle was concerned, to shock tactics, and to

little else. It was not equipped for great

mobility ;
of fighting on foot it knew but

little
;
and when confronted by the Boer
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riflemen the inferiority of the carbine placed

it at a great disadvantage.

Yet it has long been clear that the oppor-

tunities for shock tactics are very rare, and

that for once cavalry has the chance of

charging it is twenty times compelled to

dismount and fire. Moreover, it is quite

open to question whether the fire-arm, on

all occasions except in the pursuit of an

absolutely demoralised enemy, is not more

deadly than lance or sabre
;
and whether, in

this particular phase of battle, a cavalry

which manoeuvres like clock-work and charges

in exactly dressed lines is a whit more for-

midable than any scratch pack of good horse-

men whose hearts are in the right place. Be

this as it may, the South African war affords

much additional proof that cavalry must be

thoroughly trained, properly equipped for

dismounted action, and made far more mobile.

The extraordinary results, strategical as well

as tactical, that may be produced by mobility

have been conclusively demonstrated
; and
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it is clear as noon-day that a mounted force

as mobile as the Boers, and equal
— as were

Sheridan's troopers
—to any emergency of

attack or defence, will be a most effective

weapon, even on a European theatre of war,

in the hands of the strategist who grasps its

possibilities.

The majority of our critics, however, are

very far from taking to heart this obvious

lesson
;
nor do they seem to have realised

that the small-bore and smokeless powder

have destroyed the last vestiges of the tradi-

tional role of cavalry. Otherwise they would

have been less ready to condemn the conduct

of our horsemen in South Africa, nor would

they have attributed many apparent failures,

due in reality to defects which every Euro-

pean cavalry possesses, to a want of enter-

prise and daring. It may safely be said that

no cavalry could have done better than our

own regulars ;
not even on reconnaissance,

for, under the new conditions, cavalry of the

existing type is of very little value except to
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keep touch with the enemy's scouts. As to

bringing in information of the extent of the

enemy's position, of the numbers that hold it,

guns, entrenchments, and the like, it is more

powerless than ever. Than ever, because

cavalry against a skilful enemy has never

been a fully effective means of finding out

what the General most wants to know
;
and

in this respect the experiences of the Franco-

German campaign are most misleading. In

fact, it is hardly too much to say that, owing
to these experiences, reconnaissance has be-

come a lost art. Thanks to the utter supine-

ness of the French, the German squadrons,

whenever they were boldly handled, dis-

covered a great deal
;
but to think that against

a vigilant and astute enemy, armed with a

magazine rifle, it could have done the same is

to imagine a vain thing. The reconnaissance

of a position is a business of which the Staff

must arrange the details and provide the

means
;

it is certainly not the work of the

cavalry alone. Even in the era of the flint-
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lock musket it was not on the cavalry patrols

that good generals relied for the detailed in-

formation they required before committing

their troops to battle. To Napoleon and

Wellington the cavalry were merely one of

many sources of intelligence. Personal ob-

servation, often extending over several days,

was a far surer source, especially when sup-

plemented by the reports of picked Staff

officers and well-paid spies.

But, even if we admit that the critics

have some grounds, though not those on

which they take their stand, for questioning

the efficiency of our cavalry, their sneers at

the spirit and endurance of our infantry are

absolutely unjustified. It would have, no

doubt, been exceedingly gratifying to those

who have to sing the virtues of the conscript

had the Anglo-Saxon system of voluntary

service proved a broken reed
;
and the depth

of their disappointment is to be measured by

the malevolence of their abuse. A great
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deal has been made of the comparatively-

slight loss in several of the more important

engagements
—

notably in those which ended

in defeat ;
and it has been very generally-

implied that our reverses were in great part

due to a want of staying power in the men.

The arguments brought forward would be

peculiar were they not of a piece with those

employed elsewhere. In the first place, com-

parisons are made with the losses suffered by-

Continental troops in various battles, with

the view of establishing the conclusion that

our infantry would not face more than a

very small percentage of loss. For ex-

ample, a German writer gives the following

table :

An Austrian regiment in 1866 lost 46 per

cent.

Several French regiments at Worth, in

1 870, lost 90 per cent.

Several Russian regiments in 1877 lost

between 50 and 75 per cent.

b2
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Several Prussian regiments at Mars-la-

Tour, in 1870, lost between '^'] and 45 per

cent.

On the other hand, he declares that our

average loss on any one occasion never ex-

ceeded 10 per cent.

But mark the utter worthlessness of his

statistics ! The large majority of the regi-

ments alluded to owed their heavy losses to

the fact that they were badly beaten, and

either retreated under fire—the most costly

operation in war—or surrendered. Surely

this is no proof of superior endurance or

moral. If he thinks it is, what will he say

of the following ?

A force 4,000 strong held Spion Kop,

a position on which there was not room

for more than 500, until it received orders

to retreat, although the loss was 38 per cent.

On February 23, 1900, the Irish Brigade

lost over 50 per cent.
; and, although it

carried only one line of trenches, it remained

all night, and the whole of the next day,
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within a few hundred yards of the second line,

and beat back a hot counter-attack.

At Magersfontein the Black Watch,

although it lost 75 per cent, in officers and

over 35 per cent, in men, held on, under a

heavy and continuous fire at short range,

from 4 in the morning till i in the

afternoon.

And there is much more to be said.

Whatever might be the percentage of casual-

ties our battalions suffered, they never lost

their moral. In the fighting on the Tugela

those that lost most severely one day were

foremost in the fight the next
;
and although

each day success seemed further off, and the

ranks grew thinner, yet the only effect on

the rank and file was to increase their reso-

lution. Let the critics of our soldiers ponder

these facts, let them recall the fine marching

and patient endurance of the half-starved

regiments, and if they still see no cause to

doubt the superiority of the conscript, they

know little of war.
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But a more serious charge than this sta-

tistical juggHng has been brought against the

men. At a lecture in Vienna, attended by

the Hite of the Austro-Hungarian Staff, it

was stated that there were times when the

troops could not be got to advance after

a loss of only 3 to 9 per cent, and that

at Stormberg, Magersfontein, and Colenso

they took to flight. Needless to say, no evi-

dence was produced ;
and we can only pre-

sume that the lecturer was indebted for his

information to the columns of the anti-British

press. Had he known that the troops at

Colenso retired by order of the General-in-

chief, and retired with the utmost unwilling-

ness
;
had he known that at Stormberg they

were suddenly assailed by a heavy flank fire

at short range ; that, instead of running in

panic, they advanced upon the enemy, and

only retired when they found that he was

posted on the crest of an inaccessible cliff;

had he known that at Magersfontein the

Highland Brigade held on, in a perfectly
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hopeless position, in the midsummer blaze of

a South African sun and without water, for

more than nine long hours
;
had he known that

throughout the campaign the great difficulty-

was not to get the men to advance, but to

prevent them advancing prematurely
— he

would probably have realised that the failures

of an indomitable soldiery were due to mis-

takes in leading and to the peculiar conditions

of modern battle.

What foreign soldiers cannot, or perhaps

will not, see is that the war in South Africa,

like the war in the Peninsula and the Civil

War in America, is a triumph for the prin-

ciple of voluntary service. The moral of

conscript armies has always been their

weakest point ;
and it is the hope that the

moral of the volunteer is no longer of a

higher type that accounts for unwarrantable

inferences and the unscrupulous manipula-

tion of flimsy evidence. For ourselves, we

are content to know that the manhood of

the race shows no signs of deterioration. If
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an army composed, not of regulars alone, but

in great part of men with little or no special

training, has proved capable, in circumstances

of peculiar difficulty, of conquering a territory

as large as Central Europe, bravely and cun-

ningly defended, we need not yet be ashamed

to speak with our enemies in the gate.

Nevertheless, it is just as well that the

misrepresentations of our critics should be

exposed. Reform is the natural outcome of the

revolution
;
and the revolution in tactics must

involve many new departures, both in train-

ing and organisation. Expert advisers will

naturally be the chief guides in determining

their scope and character; but it is to be

remembered that this is a question of some-

thing more than professional interest. The

old order has given place to the new. The

old Royal Army, recruited exclusively in the

British Isles and India, has passed away. It

is an Imperial Army with which our legis-

lators will have to deal—an army of which

the Colonial forces will form an integral part ;
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in which hundreds of regiments of unfamiliar

title—the '

Young Guard
'

of Canada, Aus-

tralia, and New Zealand—will stand side by
side with those whose names are household

words. With the establishment, the effi-

ciency, and the maintenance of the new army

public opinion is intimately concerned. It is of

importance, therefore, that the public should

not be misled into believing that the revolu-

tion wrought by the new weapon is purely

mythical, that voluntary service has broken

down, and that salvation is only to be found

in an imitation of the tactics and organisation

of armies that have no experience of modern

war.

It is on this account that Graf Sternberg s

book is chiefly welcome. It is something
more than a lively record of military adven-

ture. The author is an experienced soldier,

who saw a great deal of South Africa, and

quite enough of the campaign to give his

opinions weight. His Dugald Dalgetty-like

indifference as to which side he fought for,
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SO long as he did fight, is a strong proof of

his impartiality ;
and the delightful simplicity

of his narrative makes it impossible to doubt

its truthfulness. His ideas of j^nglish politi-

cal morality may be passed by with a smile ;

but his comments on both tactics and organi-

sation are worth attention
;
while his admira-

tion of the British soldier, together with his

ample recognition of the abnormal difficulties

of the theatre of war, supply a wholesome

corrective to the criticisms dealt with in the

preceding pages.

It will be considered, I think, that the

Translator has done well to keep close to

the original. Nor will it detract from the

reader's amusement that the Author's lapses

into poetical description, the incidents of his

voyage to Cape Town, and his naive con-

fessions of his catholic taste in liquor have

been left untouched.

G. F. R. HENDERSON.
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MY EXPERIENCES
OF

THE BOER WAR

CHAPTER I

THE POLITICAL SITUATION IN THE

TRANSVAAL IN 1 896

{Communicated by the Author to the ' Neue Freie Presse
' on his

first visit to South Africa after theJameson Raid)

The year 1895 ^^7 be designated as the

year of gold craze, although the mania

was less prevalent in Austria than in

England and France, or, more generally

speaking, in the west of Europe.
The promised land of gold, with its

countless millions, became the foster-mother

of an army of idlers, who were now able to

live, with very little trouble to themselves, in

the lap of luxury.
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Old Aunt Europa, whose wardrobe has

been rummaged for centuries by millions of

men, has only old clothes, far too well known,

and the search for something new in her

most secret cupboards has revealed nothing.

This musty old quarter of the globe, already

past the zenith of its prosperity, has long

since ceased to reward in any generous

fashion the energy and genius which men

still expend upon it. It no longer affords

full scope to the commercial pioneer in his

eager, ambitious pursuit of gold. Yet this

gold, which is the object of so much labour,

the end which so many strive to reach, which

acts as a panacea for weariness, as a spur to

idleness ;
which is the source of all enjoy-

ment, the lever of power, the cradle of art,

the arbiter and ruler of the world—this gold,

which is earned so hardly by the sweat of

man's brow, by dint of self-sacrifice, priva-

tion, and by the life-blood of struggling

humanity, has nevertheless a home, where

each one may find it easily, provided he has

secured a part and parcel of the land in

which it lies.
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The world has heard the story ;
the

papers have confirmed it, and the world has

eagerly jumped at the shares. The home of

the gold, the cradle of the mighty god of our

materialistic century, was bought for three

hundred millions sterling ;
and thousands of

mammon worshippers streamed as Crusaders

to the modern Golgotha (stc /) to take pos-

session of the sacred soil.

The Idle, pleasure-seeking sons of civilisa-

tion welcomed In the discovery of the gold-

fields an escape from all labour and future

toil. The gold fever seized all classes, and

reached its highest point when the most

worthless shares were put up and bought for

untold sums.

Only political complications could shake

the unlimited hopes of the public, and they

began with the ill-organised expedition of

Dr. Jameson, which threatened the security

of the mines. Then came a general feeling

of mistrust, which till this day has not quite

disappeared.

Shortly after the news of Dr. Jameson's

incursion reached Vienna, I determined to

B 3
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go to the Transvaal, to see with my own

eyes that which had kept the world breath-

less for a year. It was more than possible,

moreover, that I might see a little fighting

and this also attracted me. I left Vienna

on January 19, and went via Southampton,

by the s.s.
*

Norman,' reaching Cape Town
on February 4. There I met men from

Johannesburg, prominent members of the

Reform Committee, and also leaders of the

little army which had been destroyed at the

battle of Krugersdorp ; among them Captain

Coventry, who was believed to be dead, but

had recovered from his dangerous wound,

and was contentedly sipping whisky-and-soda

in the bar. As I had excellent letters of

recommendation, I soon got to know the

best society of the Colony. I had several

confidential talks with the Colonial Secretary

and Minister of the Interior, Mr. Te Water,

at lunch and dinner. Among others staying

at the Grand Hotel was Leonard, who, in the

event of the revolution being successful, was

to have become President of the Transvaal
;

the rest were less well-known folk.
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The general opinion in Cape Colony as to

the revolution was that the English Govern-

ment had no share in it. The man who is

looked on here as at the bottom of the whole

affair is Rhodes. Cecil Rhodes found his

way as a poor consumptive devil to the

Colony ten years before, to get cured in the

Free State. He acquired, at the same time

with health, a fortune of untold millions, and

is considered here to be a modern Napoleon.

Without exception every one admires him,

and he is one of the fortunate mortals to whom

envy does no harm. Rhodes is depicted as an

organising genius of the first water, who

allows no scruple or consideration to stand

between him and his object. He can do no

wrong ; everything good or useful which has

been done in South Africa in the last few

years is ascribed to him. His popularity,

notwithstanding his recall home, is un-

damaged, and he remains * the coming man
'

in

the eyes of the colonists, hap what may. His

openly expressed ideal,
* The independent

States of South Africa,' marks the man he is.

He is a Separatist, and consequently a
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very unpopular person with the Ministry in

London, where he was refused an audience

both by Rosebery and Salisbury. Rhodes

is also director of the Chartered Company,
which is so popular a company in England,

and possesses such far-reaching influence, that

the Government did not venture to remove

the South African dictator.

His resignation in January of this year

must therefore have been very welcome to

the English Government.

Next to Rhodes comes Beit. While the

former is prominent as a statesman and

organiser, the latter achieved his successes on

the Stock Exchange. Beit, who is partner

in the firm of Beit and Eckstein, is the most

prominent financial genius in the affairs of

the Rand. Their total fortune is estimated

at about thirty millions sterling. All the rest,

Barnato included, are dwarfs alongside these

giant capitalists and their party. The mono-

poly of the De Beers diamond mines is their

work, the financing of the Chartered Com-

pany, and a third of the mine shares on the

Rand belongs to them.



POLITICAL SITUATION IN THE TRANSVAAL 7

Rhodes and Beit had formed great plans

for the Rand. It is said that they meant

monopolising the gold industry, as they had

done the diamond fields. To carry this out

they had first to secure possession of the

reins of government in the Transvaal, in

order to turn the legislation to the service of

the Chartered Company and its sister under-

takings. This selfish design was adorned

with a halo of patriotism, and the whole

English nation identified itself with Dr.

Jameson's freebooters, who were, perhaps,

even themselves unconscious of the fact

that they were risking their lives for the

well-being of certain Chartered shareholders.

The attempt failed pitiably. Beit may be a

great financial strategist, but he is not a

leader of men. Arms without soldiers will

not win battles. Three thousand rities and a

number of Maxim guns slept the sleep of the

just in Johannesburg, while six hundred men
without supplies wandered about the desert.

A handful of Boers easily subdued the

insurrection, which commenced with such

ostentation. The drama in Johannesburg,
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*

Fighting Brokers,' is among the best bur-

lesques which have ever been produced on

the world's stage. Even the people in

Johannesburg laugh over it.

To refer to the Reform Committee. Be-

fore I went to Johannesburg I had read so

much about the Reform Committee that I

was in a way impressed by it. How
astonished I was as I made the acquaintance,

one after another, of its members !

It should first be mentioned that the

Committee consisted of seventy-five men,

not Englishmen only, but, as a matter of fact,

mainly Afrikanders—that is, men of European

origin, but born in Africa. Every second

person who had the slightest ambition

belonged to the Reform Committee. The

consequence was, that on the same day that

any conclusion was arrived at. President

Kruger knew of it. Johannesburg is a

town in which most people acquire money
with very little effort. It can be easily

understood that in a place with so many
rich people whose one aim in life was getting

richer, and who, with all the will in the
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world, could find nothing else to do, the

inception of a political movement, in which

every one would be able to distinguish him-

self, roused their ambition. They all wanted

to be members of the Committee which was

to plan the coming revolution. Those who

were excluded from this honour became

scoffers or traitors. This Committee, which

first saw the light of day in the Rand Club,

held daily sittings, and the flow of eloquence

and the endless discussions prevented them

arriving at any definite conclusions. Vanity

and self-importance were the motive forces,

and also the nails in the coffin of the Reform

Committee. I, unfortunately, did not take

part in the warlike drama in Johannesburg,

and can only rely on the statements of eye-

witnesses. These, moreover, were difficult

to understand, as uncontrollable laughter at

the mere recollection prevents them talking.

When I reached Johannesburg the blood-

thirsty warriors were back in their offices,

and killing time on the Stock Exchange,

where, however, no business was going on.

Drowsy jobbers were dreaming in front of
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empty banks, and only now and then was

heard a sad, pitiful moan— ' East Rand,' or
'

Randfontein,' &c. No exchange, everything

flat at steady rates.

I will not give any guide-book descrip-

tion of Johannesburg ;
too much has been

written about It, both true and false. I limit

myself to the political situation. At one

time I tried to believe that the startling

events In the Transvaal had been brought
about by the greedy directors of the mining

companies on the one hand, and on the other

by the stockbrokers, who saw In them an

excellent opportunity for a little outside

business, which would Increase their repu-

tations and standing. I am now, however,

convinced that the English Government had

a hand in them, though it only took sides

openly when public opinion forced it to

do so.

The conflict in the Transvaal over the

right of voting, the starting-point of the

movement, must not be looked on in the

same light as the foolish proceedings which

followed. Whites, born in the Transvaal,

owning property, paying taxes, &c., are
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barred from the right of voting, and enjoy

no more poHtical rights than the Kaffir. The

wealthy mining industry which Europe has

founded there is, rightly or wrongly, entirely

neglected by the Legislature, and not one

single representative of this industry has

either seat or vote. The Boers, lacking

education, living in farms miles apart, remote

from towns, without schools, are the law-

givers of this country. They alone regulate

the taxes and the Customs, and they heartily

detest the interlopers who win the treasure

from under their feet, and who raise the

price of food and of wages, without any

advantage to the burghers. Formerly the

latter were the masters
;
now they have to

bow before the omnipotence of wealth, edu-

cation, and culture. Their language is a

Dutch dialect, and all the State officials are

imported Hollanders. These latter are dis-

tinguished by their extraordinary corruption,

their ill-breeding, and their general laziness.

For example, when I arrived at the Trans-

vaal frontier station at 2 a.m., we were all

penned up in the railway coupis, and forced

to wait till 7 a.m., when the Customs officials
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had finished their sleep. The examination

of the baggage lasted three whole hours
;

and then my trunks and servant were left

behind, because the officials had unpacked
all my kit, and let the train go off while

they were still examining my things. A
good example of the slackness of the officials,

to which I can testify as an eye-witness, was

a dynamite explosion, due to the fact that

the officials had allowed six truck-loads of

dynamite to remain forty-eight hours in the

blazing sun.

That a radical reform was absolutely

needed in the Transvaal every one who has

been there will admit, but it does not follow

that Rhodes, Werner, and Beit were the men

who should carry it out. May God protect

the Rand from that ! The Transvaal is the

common property of many nations : it is

international ground, which opens its arms to

all comers, and will develop itself unfettered

by traditions or past history.

An army of foreigners has settled down

in Johannesburg during the last seven years—
English, German, French, American,

Malays, and Japanese. Wise and foolish,
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honourable and degraded, idle and diligent,

all mixed up together, as probably in no other

place on the face of the earth. And this

little world is urged and moved by one

thought only
—the lust for gold. National

feelings find no place there
; they are choked

before they can breathe. Consequently, the

Anglophile movement has found no adherents

in Johannesburg, and the hatred of Germans,

ot which the papers talk, is a myth. Certain

traits arouse antipathy there as elsewhere.

In the midst of this international peace

the German Emperor's telegram fell like a

bomb, spreading terror among those who

opposed reform. The hatred of the foreigners

for the Boer Government was extended to

its allies, and thus much bitterness was

excited against Germany. The Germans

had to atone for that telegram. They were

dismissed from their situations, all relations

with them were broken off, and they saw

their incomes disappearing. After a few

weeks, however, the Rand forgot about it,

for in the goldfields memory is short : no one

thinks of anything beyond to-day.

Society in Johannesburg is wealthy.
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generous, and uncultivated, composed of

people who In 1889 did not possess a farthing—
great children, vain, and mannerless. As

to meum and tuum, the majority are some-

what vague, although very easy-going as to

small sums. On one point they are together

to a man, and that is when it is a matter of

defrauding and robbing the European public.

The question which suggests itself to

any one seeking to judge of present con-

ditions is, What is to happen in the future }

The answer can only be conjectural. One

thing is certain, and that is that the present

conditions are but temporary.

It will depend on the cleverness of

President Kruger whether the question is

solved peacefully or not. The Boers are

arming themselves In feverish haste
; they

do not trust England
—

perhaps rightly ;
on

the other hand, they over-estimate their own

powers, and are arrant boasters. It looks as

if the Transvaal would declare its inde-

pendence. That would enable England, with

all justice, to declare war. Public opinion in

England, against which the Crown and the

Ministry are powerless, is all for war
; the
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people want to wipe out Krugersdorp. Who
can stop England ? Germany does not find

it worth while interfering in Bulgaria
—how

much less in the Transvaal ! What advan-

tages would Germany reap in the event of

victory, and could she fight England ?

Never, and no ! Germany has no interests

in Cape Colony, and should not attempt to

create any. England will annex the Trans-

vaal because the English people desire it
;

and no one either will or can stop her. I do

not say that it will happen in a fortnight, but

it will come, for it is the Hanover of Africa,

which runs into English territory just as

Hanover cut into Prussia. Mashona and

Matabeleland are worthless as long as the

Transvaal has a tariff which makes import

impossible, and so long as the Transvaal

Government blocks everything which can

further the development and prosperity of

the Chartered Company.
If England annexes the Transvaal, no

one need weep, least of all the shareholders.

I discriminate between England and the

Chartered Company, for they are two very
different things. The consequence of an-
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nexatlon would be the abolition of exorbi-

tant duties, and the deliverance from claims

which now press very heavily. The next

result would be the solution of the '

nigger

question.' The question is one of life and

death for the mines, for without a fresh and

abundant influx of blacks many companies
must reduce their mining work or even stop

altogether. The excessive wages are reduc-

ing the profits considerably even now, when

only twenty per cent, of the mines are work-

ing ;
what would happen if all the mines were

working ? President Kruger recognises the

danger, and has concluded a treaty with the

Free State. The only result of this treaty

will be that the Free State also will be

annexed. If the Republics should be able

to place 30,000 men in the field, which may
be taken as about a maximum, then 1 50,000

well-led and well-armed English soldiers

will amply suffice to carry the business

through. The present condition resembles

the lull before the storm, and sheet-lightning

is already to be seen : presently it will

thunder and lighten, and the goldfields

will be drenched in blood.
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CHAPTER II

MY DEPARTURE

On October ii the Republic declared war

against Great Britain. Months had passed
in negotiations, and at last the great breach

came. England had demanded that the U it-

landers should be given the right of voting
after five years' residence, but the Transvaal

•Republic would only grant it after seven

years.

The crisis had been brought about by
the English demand. The course of the

subsequent negotiations is too well known to

need repetition here. I mention them merely
to accentuate the fact that England's demand

for the representation of the mining industry

in the Volksraad was not the real reason for

the declaration of war. The question at

issue was the suzerainty ;
once this was ad-

C
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mitted by the Transvaal, annexation was to

have followed.^

The celebrated Raid opened the eyes of

the Boer politicians
—or rather, not so much

the Raid itself, which was childish, but the

position taken up by the English Govern-

ment, and still more by English public

opinion, with regard to it.

At that time I travelled to South Africa

via England, and had the opportunity of

talking with many influential people both

in London and Cape Town. In London

they considered that the honour of the British

flag had been violated, and this, in whatever

light Dr. Jameson's expedition was looked

upon, roused a strong feeling against the

Boers. There were not wanting authorita-

tive voices to condemn the Raid, but the

Englishman, logical and just as a rule,

ceases to be so directly his national vanity is

touched.

1 It has not been thought worth while to correct these

and many other amusing statements. It may be remarked,

however, that the writer's credulity wherever English policy

is concerned is of the usual Continental type.—Ed.
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Then came the telegram of the German

Emperor, and the position taken up by the

Continental press ;
and these had far greater

effect than Jameson's disaster.

It was clear that Great Britain was con-

demned by public opinion on the Continent

—that she was politically isolated. This was

felt by the British all the world over, and

it excited a deep hatred of the German

Emperor and his nation, for they had hither-

to been looked upon as faithful allies. It is

now evident that the celebrated telegram to

Kruger prevented war at the time of the

Raid
;

and the question naturally arises

whether, if the German Emperor had again

taken up the same position, the present war

would have been prevented.

Kruger, the wily old politician, took it

into his head that the crisis was merely post-

poned, and made his preparations, secretly

and cunningly, for resistance.

It is a riddle to me how these great con-

signments of arms and ammunition, which

came to a great extent from England itself,

and from well-known factories, could be sup-
C 2
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plied, and carried on English ships, with-

out attracting the attention of the English
authorities. Three millions were spent on

fortifications, and every preparation made for

war. It is said that the English commander-

in-chief in South Africa sent exhaustive

reports to his Government. The question

arises as to what steps might have been

taken at that time by the English Govern-

ment, and whether thereby subsequent

bloodshed might not have been averted.

The war began really in 1896, for after

the Jameson Raid, such was the mistrust of

the Boers, that they looked on any concession

to the Reformers as treason to their country.

Up to that moment a considerable party in

the Transvaal, with Joubert at their head,

had been inclined towards reform
;
but from

the Raid onward passionate hatred of the

foreigner stifled any rational proposal, and

the Boers were roused not only against

England, but against the whole civilised

world. Certain foreigners, thinking it better

business to keep in with the Government,
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threw in their lot with it, for commercial

reasons, contrary to the dictates of their con-

sciences. I had opportunities of talking

with these people, and know what their real

views were.

There can be no doubt that England was

long-suffering ;
and that, as far as this war

is concerned, she was justified in the eyes

of God and man. The Boers base their

arguments on the right of the landlord to do

what he likes in his own house. The

foreigner is a lawless stranger. Their laws

are the unalterable precepts of Calvin,

founded on the Psalms of Holy Writ, and all

other views are heretical.

I cannot deny that the Boers are a very

religious people, and in many ways I admire

and respect them. They remind us of

Cromwell's Puritans, and of the Dutch Pro-

testants under William of Orange. But

history teaches us, I believe, that even the

English felt so uncomfortable under the

rdgime of the former that they recalled

Charles II. amid universal jubilation. Puri-

tanism is excellent for the individuals who
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choose to submit to it, but as a State religion

it is a failure.

As may well be imagined, the goldfields,

where the ne'er-do-well, the tramp, the

failure, the gold-seeker, men of all sorts and

conditions, come to seek their fortune, are

quite unsuited for puritanical legislation.

Apart from that, the Boer Government had

reached the zenith of incapacity ;
in this

respect it was the worst government in the

world, and I, an Austrian, say it. But in

spite of his severe puritanism, the Boer at

heart has a thorough appreciation of the ad-

vantages of riches. While Kruger and his

grandsons conversed with the farmers in

the language of the Psalms, they did not

fail to set a very proper value on things

temporal. Corruption battened in Pretoria

as nowhere else in the world. I will admit,

however, that being so close to Johannes-

burg it would have been the eleventh

wonder of the world had it been otherwise.

The main characteristic of the Boer

policy was its pettiness, the consequence of

their limited horizon, their want of know-
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ledge of the world, and their unlimited self

esteem. To a Boer Kruger represented the

brains of the world. In addition to this, the

still living memory of 1881 gave them a

contempt for England ;
while their trust in

God and the good marksmanship of their

rifles was not to be shaken. Only thus is

the fact to be explained that this small

nation should so cheerfully enter upon a war

with a Power like England.
From what I heard, I should say that

events caused no excitement. The Trans-

vaalers, accustomed to fight against natives,

welcomed the war : for them it was more

sport than anything ;
while the Free Staters

hesitatingly agreed. A sense of duty decided

the majority.

After war was declared I went to London

with the intention of joining the English. I

learnt, however, from the authorities, that

there was no opening for foreigners. I stayed

there some days, and talked with many of the

public men. The generally expressed view

was that the war would be over by Christmas.

Buller and his army corps left England with
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a great flourish of trumpets. I dined the same

evening with a friend of mine, Count Seilern,

in the country, and met a niece of Buller's at

dinner. When I gave my view, that at least

150,000 men would be necessary to bring

the war to a successful issue, I became the

laughing-stock of the party. The people in

the City were wild with excitement
; they

saw colossal dividends tumbling into their

pockets, acquired by the blood of brave

English soldiers. England rejoiced ;
at last

Majuba and Krugersdorp would be avenged.

At last Johannesburg would become English,

and then the stream of gold would flow from

that city, where most of it was sticking, into

London. I, who boldly expressed my in-

tention of going to the Transvaal to join the

Boers, was an object of ridicule and of pity.

I went from London to Dr. Leyds at

Brussels. H e received me coldly and formally.

A handsome, serious man, speaking all lan-

guages with exceptional facility. I com-

municated my desire for a commission in the

Boer army, and handed him testimonials of

the most flattering description. He replied
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that it was impossible, as the Boers only

obey their own leaders, but he would recom-

mend me as a newspaper correspondent. I

accepted this, and received a pass from him.

We talked over the chances of the Boers, and

he appeared quite confident, relying mainly
on the inevitable European intervention.

He looked on the annexation of the

Republics as a question of universal politics.

I am of the same opinion, though the action

of the Continental cabinets has not borne it

out. It is marvellous how casually the Conti-

nent treats questions outside Europe, and the

importance it assigns to the most trifling

incidents on the Continent. Is this due to

ignorance of the world on the part of the

statesmen and the Press ? Anyhow, the ideas

of England on this head are quite different.

Leyds is cautious and retiring, and a man
of few words. I am afraid his diplomatic

relations were not sufficiently far-reaching to

enable him to give a correct insight of the

situation to the Republics. Of course, this

is only conjecture.

From Brussels I went to Paris. Opinion
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there was divided. Paris has two faces
;
one

is French, and the other smiles on the capi-

talists. The people one meets in the great

world think more of the gold shares in their

safes than of anything else. Moreover, no

one had the smallest doubt but that the whole

war would be merely a simple march to

Pretoria. Very significant was my conver-

sation with M. Jules Borges, who advised me
in a friendly way not to tell any one I was

going to join the Boers, as the war would be

over long before I arrived. In vain I sought
to convince him that with so small a force

England would have no chance. J ules Borges
was one of the first men who went to South

Africa, and one of the few who knows the

Republics thoroughly.
* Believe me,' he said,

' the Boers will

scatter as quickly as they have come to-

gether.'

His was the view of the Ministry, the

Press, and of the shareholders. That it was

so is no wonder, for it has never happened
that a rude people like the Boers has been

able to offer resistance to soldiers armed.
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trained, and supplied like the English.^

Then came the news of the great victory at

Glencoe. Naturally, they asked how it could

be otherwise. There was only one opinion

in Paris, and that was that the war was

already over.

From Paris I went, via Vienna, to Con-

stantinople. In Vienna I had the pleasure

of winning a race an hour before I started.

On October 26 I arrived at Constantinople,

and stayed there three days. I had glorious

weather and bright sunshine on the Bosphorus.

I went out as far as the Black Sea and

inhaled the breeze off the laughing blue

waves. On the 29th I went, via Smyrna and

Athens, to Cairo.

Here I stayed till November 12.

I made the acquaintance of many officers,

including Lord Kitchener. One cannot help

being struck by his imposing presence. He
has a Bismarckian head, with a lion's

mane, and one cannot deny that he has manly
' The writer's memories of parallels in military history

appear to be somewhat at fault. He has apparently

forgotten even the defence of the Tyrol and the Bosnian

campaign.
—Ed.
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beauty. He Is by no means popular. His

stern manner and his severity do not com-

mand the sympathy of the English army.

He is a remarkable man, very brusque, and

not fond of society. He generally takes his

meals solemnly with his two A.D.C.s.

People talked a good deal of the war. Major
B

,
a very pleasant and cultivated man,

was particularly friendly to me. For this I

have to thank the circumstance that I had

made the journey from Constantinople with

his young wife. Meanwhile, the catastrophe

at Ladysmith had already happened, and the

soldiers based all their hopes on Duller.

Once this great man appears, they said, the

war will soon be over. They also expected
a great deal from the naval guns and the

lyddite.

My determination to join the Boers was

regretted, and the conviction was general

that before my arrival the whole thing would

be finished.
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CHAPTER UV

FROM CAIRO TO PRETORIA

At II A.M. on November 12 I left Cairo for

Port Said. The sun was pitiless, pouring

down his rays like a golden waterfall on the

grey waters of the Nile, on the fruitful fields,

and on the great town, with its streets, in

spite of the heat, full of busy life. I got into

the train, which was full of people
—several

English officers, coolies, functionaries, and

two Turkish women. I stopped in the neigh-

bourhood of the latter, and, climbing into the

next coup6, which was connected by a gang-

way with the compartment they occupied,

attempted, in all simplicity, to approach

them. My efforts, however, were greeted

with base ingratitude, and the old one

poured on me a torrent of what was pro-

bably coarse Arabic abuse.

^ Were it not for the very naive ideas of Eastern life and

habits, this chapter might well be skipped.—Ed.
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This was enough. I withdrew and re-

mained solitary in my compartment.
The heat abated as the evening came on.

On the right lay an uncultivated and gently

undulating tract of reddish sand, and in the

distance could be seen the laden camels,

pacing like automata across the desert.

Peculiar animals,—they go along in their

resigned, patient way, one after another,

nostrils inflated, always at the same pace
—

the ships of the desert.

When a caravan breaks in on the ever-

lasting monotony, and pursues its melancholy

way, the swaying Arab sitting aloft, an extra-

ordinary charm steals imperceptibly over the

senses. It animates the desert and produces

an effect which touches the imagination, being

the one living thing which forms the link

connecting it with humanity. And through

the midst of it the train rolled on to the sea.

The sun sank slowly over the horizon, and

twilight came down on the great sleepy

world. The yellow waters of the Nile

pervade the country like a sea, and on it

fell the purple glow of the setting sun,



FROM CAIRO TO PRETORIA 3 1

colouring it with all the shades of the

spectrum. It was a heavenly sight. Dark-

ness was covering the earth, and the crescent-

shaped moon was rising as I reached Port

Said.

On November 13, soon after breakfast,

I went on board the
*

Konig,' which had

arrived in the early morning. She is a

medium-sized ship, with only one funnel, but

I boarded her with pleasurable anticipation.

One enters, as it were, into a small unknown

world, where all are strangers, with whom
one must live for a certain number of weeks

in close proximity.

My first question was as to the mail,

which brought me a number of welcome

letters. A turn round the deck gave me
an opportunity of observing my fellow

passengers. There were many people

travelling to the war, not only for fighting

purposes, but also on missions of Christian

charity.

At last, at 3 o'clock, the *

Konig
'

uttered

a warning cry, and having taken a deep
breath began slowly to move. The ship's
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crew sang
' Heil Dir im Siegeskranz,' and

forth we went into the far unknown. Tears

filled my eyes, and my heart bade a last

farewell to all my dear ones. I was going
into the midst of war s dangers and an un-

healthy climate. Such momentary weak-

nesses soon pass, and give way to cheerful

thoughts, which wipe away all traces of

childishness. The cheery laugh is the sign

of the true soldier. One should be light-

hearted, and only occasionally give way to

sad thoughts.

The people on board the *

Konig
' who

were bound for the war were of the cheeriest

—German, Dutch, French, and even English

soldiers ; surgeons from Germany, Holland,

and Sweden
;

nuns from Portugal and

France
;
Red Cross sisters from Holland

and Germany.
Besides these there were the Governor

of Beira, Sefior de Meyrelles de Canto de

Castro, with his wife and two charming

daughters, and some other Portuguese who

held appointments at Beira. While the

minds of all the others were full of war, the
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Meyrelles family were undisturbed. And
all the poetry of the

'

Konig
'

wove itself

round the delightful little daughters, like ivy

round tender rosebushes.

I made friends on the first day with

Baron Reitzenstein, a major of the German

general staff and a real cavalryman. He
finished second in the distance ride from

Vienna to Berlin. A French cavalry officer,

a Captain Gallopeau, who had made a cam-

paign in the Soudan and another in Mada-

gascar, made up our trio. The German

element on board, with the exception of two

Herr von Gordons, who were going on an

expedition into German East Africa, were

constant to the beer cask. The ship's doctor

in particular, who was so round you could

have played skittles with him, consumed so

much that after a week the draught beer

was finished, and there was only bottled beer

to be had. This also was taken to very

kindly. I, personally, never drink beer, so

was undisturbed by what was for others a

matter of vast importance.

The first three days, through the Suez
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Canal and in the Red Sea, passed peace-

fully.

On the right one saw, quite close, the

beautiful African coast-line—a long indented

ridge. Equally near, on the other side, were

the mountains of Sinai—rugged, bare, and

gigantic, rising high into the heavens.

The atmospheric effects on both shores

of this part of the Red Sea at sunrise and

sunset were splendid. The beauty and in-

tensity of the colouring, the clouds tinged

with purple and crimson, the blue sky, the

dark, lazy, shimmering ocean, into whose

depths the sunset colours dip, form a glorious

sight, never to be forgotten.

On the third day Neptune's forehead

began to wrinkle and his face grew angry.

The good ship
'

Konig
'

rode on proudly,

but at last she began to toss about. Our

two Portuguese maidens began to be sorry

for themselves, and their cheery laughter

died away in suspicious sighs. The elder,

who was about twenty years of age, Marie

Louise, or Mimi, was the first to suffer, and

she cried out repeatedly through the day :
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' O Mama, O Mama, sto tao isvada,' which

means * O Mamma, I am so seasick.' The

younger, sixteen years old, suffered silently.

She was so small that we named her
*

Pequenina.' She was pretty and clever, and

talked charmingly. The mother, who was a

very distinguished-looking lady, with beauti-

ful manners and plenty of brains, suffered

also, but she knew how to conceal it.

The tossing lasted until we arrived at

Aden on the 1 9th. The '

Konig
'

stayed

here from noon till about four o'clock in

the afternoon. I went on shore to make a

few purchases, and soon returned on board.

Every one knows Aden nowadays, so I will

not give a description of the place.

After we had passed Cape Gardafui the

sea quieted down, and we steamed along,

through what looked like thick blue ink, for

six days to Tanga.
There I went on shore with the Gover-

nor's family. Tanga is quite a new town,

with a few clean-looking houses and beauti-

ful vegetation. Here we saw and plucked

the first flowers. Under the great avenues
D 2
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of palms to the right and left were rhodo-

dendrons, wallflowers, beautiful convolvuli,

and mallows of every colour. Many other

plants and shrubs, unknown to me, were

covered with blossoms, and the little Portu-

guese girl gathered great bouquets, which,

of course, I had to carry. Pequenina called

herself the sister of the flowers.

A comical incident occurred in the middle

of this amusement. Marie Louise (or Mimi)
wanted to jump over a little hedge to pick a

beautiful flower. She took a short run, and

fell her whole length in a thorn bush. She

did not know whether to laugh or cry, but

eventually decided for the latter. After a

long walk through the hot streets of Tanga
we went back to the ship. Tanga is un-

healthy ;
the fever there has done for many

a promising young man.

We left Tanga the evening of Novem-

ber 25, and arrived next day at Zanzibar.

This island may be called the Paradise

of East Africa. It is a beautiful garden,

in the middle of which is the town of Zan-

zibar, and rising out of it is the new palace
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of the Sultan. The English guns destroyed

the old palace. One can still see the mast of

the one warship of the Sultan sticking out of

the water in the harbour, where it was sunk

by the English. It looks as if it remained

as a constant warning for the new Sultan.

We went on shore with the Governor's

family, and made a short excursion into the

interior. It was like fairyland. This huge

garden is full of palms, shrubs, flowers, and

peopled with black goats shining like patent

boots, and brown ones with clever, super-

cilious faces
;

oxen and cows with great

humps, and another sort of cow, which is

hardly to be distinguished from a donkey.

Horses, mules, and donkeys rove about as

they please. You see here men of every

nationality living alongside one another—
Indians, Somalis, Kaffirs, Zulus, natives, and

the ruling class, the Arabs. The whites here

also belong to all nations, but although the

island is English, the Germans predominate.

We drove some miles out, and about half-

way we came on a slave-market. In front

of a house squatted perhaps a hundred
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negroes
—slaves—who were for sale. This

was the first time in my life I had seen

slaves.

Zanzibar enjoys this speciality, and the

English permit it, which is remarkable, as

they have always and everywhere fought

most vigorously against slavery ;
and they

eive the blacks in their colonies the same

rights as their own countrymen.

I did not, however, bother much about

the slaves, but drove quietly on, admiring

the island and the vegetation in which the

native huts are embedded.

Civilisation has made no mark on the

negroes. They have preserved their tradi-

tions, their customs, and their manners.

They dwell in huts and villages which might
have been built a thousand years ago, and

do not rise above the level of animals.

Perhaps one expects too much. It is

only thirty years ago that Europe first cast

her eye on East Africa, if we except the

Portuguese attempts at colonisation in Mo-

zambique ;
and these latter can hardly be

called vigorous.
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Zanzibar, like all places in the neighbour-

hood of the Equator, enjoys a good share of

the sun's rays, and we hailed the approach

of night with sincere satisfaction. On our

return journey we met the Sultan out driv-

ing. He had two mounted men in front,

and two cyclists behind as escort. He him-

self, with his flowing white beard, was driving

his turn-out. Our coachman and the drago-

man on the box, beating their breasts with

their hands, gave vent to loud exclamations

as the lord and ruler drove by. The two

cyclists as gentlemen in attendance looked

particularly funny in these wild surroundings,

and quite the proper escort for a nigger king.

We arrived on board the *

Konig
'

late in

the evening, worn out with fatigue.

We sailed the same night for Dar-es-

Salaam, the chief town of German East

Africa. There is not much to be said about

it. The Germans have done far too much

for this unhealthy spot. There are hospitals,

big Government and other buildings, but no

railway to the interior, which is the most

important work of all in a colony. The
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French have done the same in Madagascar.

They have spent 500 million francs on the

war, any amount on the harbour, Government

buildings, &c., and they keep a lot of troops

there, but have not built one kilometre of

railway. How differently the English set to

work !

Their railways run from the Cape to

Beira, from Cairo to Khartum, from Mom-
bassa to the Victoria Nyanza—thousands

and thousands of kilometres. The same

day, November 28, we left Dar-es-Salaam,

and arrived at Mozambique on the 30th.

The English Consul, who had returned

by the '

Konig
'

after a year's leave in

London, invited me and a Captain A
,

who was on his way from India to Durban

to join his regiment, to dine with him on

shore. Poor Consul B found his home

in Mozambique in the greatest disorder. The

acting- consul had eaten all his pigeons and

chickens, allowed his silver to get tarnished,

broken his lamps, and let his furniture be

spoiled by badly-trained dogs. What annoyed
B most of all was the broken musical-
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box. A and I left the two consuls

alone, and went for a walk till dinner. We
visited the telegraph office, and the official

asked us in to have a whisky and soda. He
had only been married six months, and his

wife was delighted to see English people

again. This official knew two friends of

mine, Count B and Count Hans

C . I discovered, while there, that

Captain A was a brother-in-law of

F
,
a secretary at our English embassy.

All four of us then went over the ancient

Portuguese fort, which has been standing

since the fifteenth century. It is built

entirely of coral, and its construction is

interesting.

Mozambique is a long way the oldest

colony on the East Coast : its history dates

back to the Middle Ages. The town, which

is very pretty and clean, is to-day the seat

of the Governor-General of the Portuguese

possessions in East Africa.

After I had gathered some blossoms from

the flowering shrubs for Pequenina, we went

back to B to have dinner. The feud
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between the new and the old consul raged
worse than ever, and even dinner did not

stop it. We had but little time, as the
'

Konig
'

was to start at 8 o'clock sharp,

and we only began dinner at 7 o'clock.

Nevertheless, we got to the ship in good
time. She had already uttered some warn-

ing signals. We had hardly left Mozambique
when a delightful breeze sprang up. The
sea began to get a little lively, and towards

morning great waves were breaking over

the deck. Our two singing birds were ill

again. Full of pity, I gave them a remedy
for sea-sickness which I had purchased in

Cairo. It did some good, but not much.

Every fresh shock drove the poor children

to despair. Less than half the passengers

turned up for meals, and of these some had

to quit the field of battle before they had

finished. My remedy for sea-sickness met

with a curious fate. After 1 1 o'clock, when

the bar was closed and nothing more could

be got to drink, the ship's doctor and some

of his friends seized on the remedy for sea-

sickness and drank it as alcohol. Reitzenstein,
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the Governor, and I celebrated our approach-

ing separation in champagne. The old

Portuguese, a splendid fellow, sang
* Behut'

Dich Gott, es war so schon gewesen
'

and
* Ich weiss nicht was soil es bedeuten.' He
knew no more German, though the girls

both understood and spoke German well,

so conversation was always carried on in

French. At last we reached Beira, on

December i. The retiring Governor, with

a crowd of people, ladies and gentlemen,
came on board the '

Konig
'

to receive his

successor. The latter had put on a frock

coat and white spats for the ceremony, and a

full hour before our arrival had assumed an

official pose. The whole official world of

Beira came on board, including the English
director of the Mozambique Company, a

man who had invaded the Transvaal with

Jameson, and a crowd of ladies, who chat-

tered without ceasing.

Finally, they all went on shore in

numerous gaily-bedecked boats, while salutes

were fired from the guns and rockets. This

day, which was very hot, we stayed on
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board. The next day, Pequenina s birthday,

Reitzenstein and I went to pay our respects

to the Governor.

The Government buildings are some

distance away, and the streets consist of

deep sand. There are rails laid along them

everywhere, and little carriages manned by

niggers run hither and thither, but they are

all private, and strangers cannot get hold of

them.

There was nothing for us to do but

walk it.

We at last reached the new home of the

Meyrelles family, and offered our congratu-

lations. Little Pequenina was somewhat

sad. The parents apologised for being

unable to invite us to dine, but they were

themselves the guests of the former

Governor.

We bade them a touching farewell and

returned to the ship. The next day the

ex-Governor and his wife embarked on our

ship. Again the same crowd of people

appeared to bid farewell to the late Governor

who had welcomed the new one. The whole
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Meyrelles family came too. Only when

the *

Konig
'

had emitted her third groan did

the visitors quit the ship. The '

Konig
'

immediately got under weigh. Two un-

known ladies were left on board, and stood

looking helpless. The captain refused to

stop again, and so these two ladies had to go
to Lorenzo Marques. As the ship left the

harbour they tried to get them on board the

pilot boat, but the sea was so rough that it

was impossible, and they had to remain on

board. I did not see them again.

The last two days of our voyage we had

a rough sea, and there was bare opportunity

for all our farewell celebrations. The news

from the seat of war was very contradictory.

Boer sympathisers announced crushing

defeats of the English, and the latter, while

admitting heavy losses, claimed victories

everywhere. Rumours of the battles of

Belmont and Modder River had reached

Beira. It was only on reaching Lorenzo

Marques that we learned the whole truth.

On the 6th, about 4 p.m., the '

Konig
'

reached Lorenzo Marques, and soon after-
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wards I went on shore with three English

officers to feed. It was real happiness set-

ting foot on dry land once more, and in a

lovely spot like Delagoa Bay, which is even

more picturesque than Zanzibar. The rocks

are red, the green foliage is sombre, and the

richest tropical vegetation is seen on every

side. We walked to the hotel, a fairly long

stretch. The crickets were chirping like a

full and melodious string band, and a sort of

thrush sang lustily. The sun was sinking in

peace, a gentle breeze tempered the hot air,

and I felt, at the end of my journey, almost

like a new-born babe. From the hotel we

had a lovely view over the whole bay and

the big harbour, thick with masts
; English

men-of-war, one Portuguese
—the only one,

I believe, which this country possesses
—a

French one, and the proud
^

Konig
'

with her

hundreds of lights, and a crowd of cargo

boats. They lay there at rest on the dark

blue ocean, perfectly still. And over them

all the rising moon poured its silvery and

mysterious light. An Italian band, three

strong, was playing on the terrace.
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Like a dream of long ago, the melodies

swelled in my heart. Really good extra dry

Pommery on my tongue,
*

Martha,'
*

Norma,'
* Funicula

'

in my ear, it was a delightful

moment of my life.

The next day, December 7, all, except

the English, started in two special trains for

Pretoria. I remained behind, not caring to

go in these crowded trains, and followed by
the ordinary train at 8 next morning. The
'

Konig
'

was now empty. The laughing,

singing, drinking warriors had gone. My
parting with the captain of the *

Konig,'

Doherr, was quite affecting, and with reason :

he was one of the most amiable, tactful men

imaginable.
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CHAPTER IV

THE TRANSVAAL DURING THE WAR

At 7 A.M. on December 8 I left Lorenzo

Marques. The first part of the journey is

through Portuguese territory, very fertile and

occupied by hard-working Kaffirs, all em-

ployed in agriculture. They live in congre-

gations of typical straw huts, forming small

villages, embedded in the rich green vegeta-

tion. About mid-day I arrived at the

Transvaal frontier. From this time forth

my lot was with the Boers. The field

cornet at Komatiport, the frontier station—a

big, fine peasant in uniform—demanded my
passport, and, after he had inspected it,

allowed me and my baggage through.

Round about were several armed Boers, the

only sign of a state of war amid the peaceful
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surroundings. After a short halt the train

proceeded. From here onward rise high

mountains, which are covered with green

grass to the very summits, and, increasing in

height as one advances, become more and

more wild in their appearance. The railway

winds through the valley of the Crocodile

River. The trains do not lay to heart the

American maxim that
* time is money.' The

temperature was all that could be desired.

There was a great thunderstorm going on

in the heavens, and from time to time a

cloud would empty itself over us. After

each heavy downpour of rain we saw the red

mountain streams rushing wildly down to the

romantic river below, fringed with palms, ferns

and bushes, which swept along over enormous

rocks. There are crocodiles and hippopotami
in this neighbourhood, the latter being spared
to save them from extermination.

At 8 P.M. we reached Watervalonder.

The train pulled up, and we all got out to

spend the night there. The Watervalonder

Hotel is a clean little house kept by a

homely Frenchman, who entertained us with
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wonderful hunting stories. Here I first learnt

that the sale of alcoholic drinks is prohibited

by law throughout the country. It was a

hard blow. Fortunately, I had my whisky

flask with me, and, after much persuasion,

managed to get a bottle of beer, which to

me, who never as a rule take this liquor,

tasted excellent. I also learnt more details

as to the number of English prisoners taken

and their casualties, and the very small losses

which had been suffered by the Boers.

About 9 o'clock the storm burst, and a

regular deluge came down.

I went to bed, dead tired, so as to be up
in good time on the 9th to get into the train

and resume my journey to Pretoria. The

country was exactly like that I had passed

through the previous afternoon, and the

weather was cool and pleasant. It rained

almost continuously. About noon an armed

Boer got into my compartment. He had

fought at Ladysmith and Dundee, and was

making his way back to rejoin at Colenso.

He was the first eyewitness of the fighting

I had met, and I listened to his accounts
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with the greatest interest. He spoke Ger-

man fluently, and one could rely absolutely

on what he said, for he was most moderate

in his views. The bursting of the first shell

close by him had made an indelible impres-

sion on him, and he said that at that time

the Boers found the hostile artillery fire very

trying to stand. Since then, however, they

have got quite used to it. The victories of

the English at Belmont, Graspan, and Modder

River were confirmed by him. 2,000 pri-

soners were at that time at Pretoria, and

there were 1,500 more arriving soon, taken

at Scholtz Nek and Colenso.

At 8 in the evening the train at last

reached Pretoria. There were a lot of in-

quisitive people on the platform, who stared

in at us. Our passports were again inspected,

and then at last we were allowed to leave

the train. I went to the Grand Hotel, and,

choked with dust, went straight for a batL

In the evening, after a real good dinner, 1

went in search of the Red Cross doctors.

After much wandering about I found them in

the German club at a ' beer party,' which I

£ 2
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joined. There was a long German table, on

which were numerous bottles of German

beer, and German songs were sung to piano

accompaniment. The entertainment was

similar to a students' drinking bout. The

chairman, a Baron Dewitz, a tall, lean, evil-

looking man, spoke first, toasting the guests

of the Red Cross
;
then the German Consul,

a short, stout man, named Biermann, got on

his legs. He spoke in a lifeless, hesitating

way, and what he said was not, in my
opinion, consistent with his official position,

considering that the Kaiser was observing

the strictest neutrality. The evening passed

like all such evenings, and at midnight we

went home. I slept once more in a clean,

comfortable bed.

Next day, Sunday, the loth, I was able

to enjoy a well-earned rest. I commenced

writing this book, and despatched several

home letters. I could do nothing before

1 1 o'clock, and then I began by visiting

Reitz, the Secretary of State, to whom I had

letters of recommendation from Dr. Leyds.

I met by chance on the steps of the hotel an
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old Johannesburg acquaintance, whom I had

met subsequently at Buda Pesth, and who

now offered to help me. He took me to Reitz,

with whom he was very friendly. When I

entered the Government offices I found there

was great excitement. Despatches had been

received from General Cronje, which stated

that a very bloody fight had been raging

since dawn, and that the English had been

beaten back three times already, with heavy
loss. This was the battle of Scholtz Nek.

The Secretary of State received me most

politely, but refused to give me any assistance

in getting to the frontier. Some discharged

foreign officers had arrived about a fortnight

before me, and had thoroughly drained the

Government, so that the somewhat simple

and naive Secretary of State '

couldn't bear

the smell,' as they say in Berlin, of any more

such strangers of the same sort. As Reitz

for the moment was very busy, he asked me
to spend the evening with him. We then

quitted the Government buildings. Mr.

Spence, my impresario, invited me to break-

fast, where I met a Dr. Krause, town com-
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mandant of Johannesburg, and the Under-

Secretary, Piet Groebler. The same evening

I paid my visit to Mr. Reitz, and talked

with him for three hours. Unfortunately,

our conversation was interrupted by the

entrance of the Portuguese Consul, and

afterwards by two American reporters.

Reitz had no doubt as to the final victory of

the Boers, of which he was so convinced that

he would not even allow the possibility of

the fortunes of war changing. At 1 1 o'clock

I left this very busy man, who from morn

till eve wrote permits for every conceivable

action. Here, where I am now writing these

lines, everything is forbidden. You cannot

drink without permission of the Secretary of

State
; you cannot go out after 9 p.m.

; you

can only stop in the town so long as you

possess a permit. And all these permits

Reitz makes out with his own hands.

On December 12 I commenced to get

together my campaigning equipment. It

was a difficult job, as everything necessary

was sold out. Thus it was that I had to

stop several days in Pretoria, without, how-
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ever, missing a battle, for I could not any-

way have been at Scholtz Nek. As all the

German officers and combatants had gone
to Ladysmith, and as, In my own opinion,

the decisive action must take place in the

south, near the Modder River, I determined

to go there. I remained quiet the following

days, writing these lines, and getting to know^

the country and the people.

On the 19th I went to Johannesburg,

where I was met at the station and conducted

round by an Austrian, the President of the

Austro-Hungarian Co-operative Defence

Union. In Johannesburg one realised at

every step that we were in a state of war.

Almost all the shops were shut—the windows

boarded—and deserted. The streets were

empty, and only occasionally did one meet a

soul. The alcoholic prohibition was enforced

here remorselessly, which could hardly be

said of the capital.

The same day, while in the private bar

of the Pretoria Hotel, compensating myself

for my abstemiousness in Johannesburg, I

made the acquaintance of Dressier, one of the
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Staff of the *

Volksstem,' the principal news-

paper of the town. I did not know what his

business was, but as he had just come from

the front, and had been at the battles at

Dundee and Ladysmith, it interested me to

listen to him.

Dressier was a Dutchman of good family,

who had come out here on account of

domestic quarrels, and had been doing war

correspondent round Ladysmith, while his

brother was editor of the * Volksstem.' His

accounts of the events at the front were

most interesting. He informed me that the

outbreak of war caused great enthusiasm

throughout the country. The Boers had no

doubt as to their ultimate success. They
assembled in commandos, and went off to the

front to the strains of the national hymn.

They were not all equally confident, how-

ever
;
there were evil prophets, particularly

among those who had been in Europe and

those who had interests in the mines. From
the beginning, also, there was a peace party

among them, of which the majority preferred

to keep their views to themselves, as it was
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not advisable to be looked on as an Uitlander.

Once the war had started, every one had to

take part In the conflict, whether he was

willing to do so or not.

In order to understand how their mobili-

sation came to be so rapid, it is necessary-

first to explain the national organisation. The
Boer army is a territorial Landsturm, the

ofificers being selected during peace time.

Joubert acted as commander-in-chief. He
did not enjoy the full confidence of his

countrymen, for the reason, perhaps, that

when member of the Executive Council he

had voted against all war equipments, and

especially against the establishment and in-

crease of the artillery, a proceeding which

hardly was compatible with his functions

as generalissimo. Joubert, however, was

Kruger's political rival for the presidency,

and so had to vote for black if Kruger moved
for white. Joubert advocated an under-

standing with England, while Kruger, since

1896, had gone straight for war. He did

not act thus out of a love for fighting, but

because the slim Oom Paul knew that the
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preservation of the status quo was only to be

arrived at by force of arms.

Besides Joubert, the only man who held

the title of General in peace was Cronje.

The former possessed a regular uniform
;

the rank of the latter was only known by his

wearing an ostrich feather in his hat.

All steps for the mobilisation of the

Boer army were taken during the crisis.

Every town and every district elected its

officers.
'

Hoofdlager Kommandant
'

was the

highest appointment, corresponding to our

corps commander. Then came general, com-

mandant (major), field cornet, and corporal.

Besides these there were also
'

lager com-

mandants,' who may be said to be a blend

of supply officer and auditor. Once ap-

pointed, they could never leave the camp.

They were under the * Kommissarius
'

(com-

missary), who was responsible for the reserve

of provisions, and who stopped sometimes in

the camp, at others in the town, where he

recruited horses and purchased food.

The forces of the two Republics possessed

the same organisation, but were quite distinct.
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As the military capabilities of individuals

were unknown before the war, the election of

officers depended on social position, wealth,

and tradition. The names Cronje, Botha,

and especially Pretorius, were represented

in all ranks, as being descendants of well-

known men who had distinguished themselves

in previous wars. The Transvaal forces

were originally divided into two, later into

three armies—Joubertwith the main army in

Natal, Cronje at Mafeking. Later Cronje
went to Kimberley, and General Schneeman

remained behind at Mafeking. The troops

of the Free State were originally divided into

two armies, the one under Prinsloo at

Kimberley, and the other in Natal under

Cronje (who was no relation of the celebrated

Cronje). Later there was the Colesberg

army under Delarey, who had previously

commanded at Modder River, and a weak

detachment at Stormberg.
The total number of troops under arms

barely exceeded 35,000 men :
—in Natal,

15,000 men; at Modder River, 11,000;

Colesberg, 7,000 men
; Mafeking, 1,000 to
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1,500; at Stormberg, T
, 500 men. These

were the numbers which should have been

present, but owing to the numerous furloughs

they were never reached/ The two Republics

possessed 40,000 Mauser rifles,^ and perhaps

15,000 Henry-Martinis, Mannlicher single-

loaders, and, in addition, sporting rifles of old

patterns.

The Transvaal artillery consisted of forty-

five guns of different patterns
—four big

fortress guns, French Creusot field guns,

Krupp quick-firing guns, Nordenfeldt-Maxim

and Maxim guns.

The Free State possessed eighteen guns,

but only a few of modern construction—many
were even muzzle-loaders. While the Trans-

vaal had only Boer officers and men, the Free

State artillery consisted chiefiy of foreigners.

The uniform of the Transvaal artillery (the

only arm which had a uniform) was something
between the French and our own. Although
the officers wore smart uniforms, their bearing

was anything but military.

^ These numbers do not include the colonial rebels.—Ed.
2 The author has been evidently misled by the Boers

as to the number of both rifles and field guns.—Ed.
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As a Study of the different types of guns,

this war was very instructive. The English

Armstrong guns proved of little value, and

the Creusot guns had the longest range. It is

possible, however, that they are too heavy
for field guns. The Krupps, model 95,

proved most serviceable, and their fire effect

was next best to the French guns. In the

Transvaal very long range guns were not

required, as the small target offered by well-

covered troops excluded all precision. The

Nordenfeldts, which could fire twenty-four

5-centimetre shells in a minute at a range
of 6,600 yards, did the best service—self-

loading, no recoil, with water-cased barrel,

light, and fixed ammunition on bands. The

Vickers-Maxim were no good, as the barrel

became hot immediately.

As far as rifles are concerned the Mauser

rifle takes the first place ;
it proved excellent.

A small improvement ,of the magazine, as

has been done with the Lee-Metfords, would

make the Mauser rifle perfect. There were

not many Austrian Mannlichers
; they were

not approved of by the Boers, because the
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mechanism too often refused to act. Its

magazine also is unpractical and out of date.

The calibre, for a small bore, is too large, and

consequently thei cartridges are too heavy.

All these modern weapons will only too

soon have to be discarded, alas ! unless

changes in the laws of war are brought about

by some sort of a convention. The small-

bore rifle with steel-cased bullet but rarely

disables a man. Unless a man is shot

through the heart, the brain, or a main artery,

he does not die, but is fighting again, quite

recovered, after four weeks. The Black

Watch regiment showed this. The magazine
rifie has proved to be more of a danger than

an advantage, and it is very doubtful whether

it would not be better to go back to the

single-loader. No troops can learn fire

discipline in peace time, for it is more a

matter of nerve than anything else.

The Boers managed wonderfully well in

the matter of ammunition supply, for, theoreti-

cally, there was no sort of organisation. The

reason why they never suffered from want of

ammunition was that every man carried
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300 cartridges on him, and also because

they never shot at random, but only when

they saw their target, and because they took

careful aim. Another explanation is that the

Boers never changed their position, once

they had occupied it, whatever might happen.

Behind the cover they held, large stores of

ammunition were stacked.

According to the ideas of a European

soldier, the discipline of the Boer army was

lamentable, but to any one who got an

insight into the life of the people, as I sub-

sequently had an opportunity of doing, it was

wonderful. A Boer general must not be

looked on in the light of an all-powerful

commandant. He is only a commandant of a

sort. His opinion is of more value than

that of others, but by no means conclusive.

The council of war decides all important

questions. There is no presiding authority.

Every one has the right to speak, and the

general is rather the confirmer than the

originator of a decision. Joubert, for in-

stance, had no power. Despatches went

through him, and he gave the final orders
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for everything which others—for example,

Botha or Lucas Meyer—wished to have

done. Cronje alone enjoyed complete con-

fidence. The whole army was unpaid ;

every one had to give his horse, his cart if

he had one, and the Government provided

only arms and meat. Every one is liable to

serve and must turn out, otherwise he is

liable to corporal punishment. Any one who

knows only European nations will think it

impossible that even the smallest results

could be achieved under such conditions.

Dressier had been present at the battles

of Elandslaagte, Modderspruit, and Dundee.

The English had dealt a crushing blow at

Elandslaagte. There were 750 men on the

side of the Boers—the Dutch, the German,

and the Scandinavian volunteer corps, and

some Boers. Those who were not killed

were taken prisoners. Poor Count Zeppelin

rode at the enemy shouting
'

Hurrah,' with a

riding whip in his hand. Two bayonet stabs

in the head laid him low. Colonel Schiel

was taken prisoner. Dressier ran for twenty-

four hours, as far as Dundee. Two Dutch-
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men fled to Pretoria. Their awful experiences

caused such a panic in the capital that the

Government shut them up till they had

calmed down. Things went better at

Dundee. The battle remained undecided

on the evening of October 23, and next day
the English had withdrawn. That raised the

sinking courage of the Boers, and they re-

gained their self-confidence. Then followed

the well-known night affair at Modderspruit

on October 29, when the mules took to

flight, and the investment of Ladysmith.

According to Dressler's account, Carleton's

column made but a poor fight of it. After

a feeble resistance, Carleton let himself be

taken prisoner with 1,200 men.^ It is im-

possible to form an opinion without knowing
what happened. In the dark, fired on from

all sides, ignorant of the road, it is possible a

panic occurred. After being taken, Coionel

Carleton went to Joubert with the suggestion

that he and his men should be exchanged
^ This is quite untrue. Colonel Carleton allowed him-

self to be taken prisoner because, when the white flag was
raised by a subordinate, he felt that he could not in honour

repudiate the unauthorised action.—Ed.

F
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for the Boer prisoners. Joubert refused.

Carleton then reminded him that he had

fought against him before, at Majuba in

1 88 1, on which Joubert remarked that he

seemed to have had bad luck when fighting

against the Boers. He then invited the

officers into his tent and gave them a drink.

The remaining prisoners meanwhile delivered

up their arms. They were then driven like

sheep to the river to drink, and scooped up
water in the hollows of their hands to quench
their burning thirst. How I envied this

young man his experiences at that time!

We drank many a glass in order to refresh

the memory of the narrator.

Then a young Boer of about thirty years

of age appeared, who came from Mafeking,
and I made acquaintance with him. His

name was Daily, a lawyer in Pretoria, at that

time a staff officer to General Schneeman
—a nice-looking fellow with a good figure.

Daily told us about Mafeking. While

Dressier said the English troops in Natal

shot badly. Daily said that the English at

Mafeking shot very well. This was ex-
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plained by the fact that Baden-Powells men
were chiefly Afrikanders, who had enjoyed
the same training as the Boers. The war at

Mafeking was more of sport than anything

else, and they fired at the enemy as at a

beast they were hunting. The victims fell

one by one, shot with the cunning and arti-

fice of a sportsman. Daily was pessimistic :

his opinion was that the English were bound

to conquer, sooner or later.

It was late when I went to bed, with

the impression of these richly coloured

descriptions on my mind. I lived at the

Grand Hotel. The host was a charming
man named Schlommer. He complained

sadly of the war, which so damaged his

business. I was his only guest. Schlommer

procured me a servant, who expressed his

willingness to follow me to the war : he was

a Swiss, named Rosli. Next morning I was

awakened early by the troublesome flies.

The sun was shining with all its strength

into my room, and the market-place was all

astir.

Many hundred horses, mules, and cattle

F2
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were standing in front of the Government

buildings, waiting to be purchased. To-day
I went again to Secretary Reitz to negotiate

as to getting a commission.

He told me that foreign officers were not

accepted for the Boer army, because with

their organisation they could be of no use.

Every burgher is his own officer. Nothing
would stand in the way of my fighting in the

ranks of the Boers
;
the Government would

provide me with rifle and horse. I refused,

and explained to him that I was no assassin,

and did not shoot innocent people, who had

never done me any harm, from an ambush.

We talked together for a long time over the

state of affairs, and I was astonished at his

knowledge of the world and of men generally.

Reitz, one of the most honourable men on

God's earth, full of disinterested, fiery zeal,

was certainly the greatest fanatic in the

country. His hatred towards England
flashed in his eyes. He was a poet, and had

a genuine love for freedom. But he had all

the doctrines of the First Revolution in his

blood : he believed in them firmly, and seemed
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to be ignorant of those lessons which Europe
had learnt. Uniform, order, and discipline

were abominations in his eyes. Patriotism,

complete abnegation of self, sacrificing

everything for the general good, were,

according to his views, the only incentives

needed for a national army. The pleasures

of alcohol and female society he thoroughly

despised. Such a real Puritan one but rarely

comes across. He worked without ceasing,

writing and arranging everything himself—
doing such work as would be done by a

secretariat clerk with us. Some of the most

important matters were consequently very

much at sixes and sevens. All merchants of

English origin were banished, without any

compensation being given to them. This

was the reason why for two whole months

there was no sugar or coffee to be had in the

country. Notwithstanding, this industrious

man did an incredible amount of work. His

ideas of the resources of England were too

funny for words. He had no conception of

the forces which could be brought to bear by
such a rich and powerful country, while his
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confidence in the success of the Boers bor-

dered on the ridiculous. On this day, De-

cember 15, the battle of Colenso took place.

The excitement was intense
; despatches

poured in continuously. Every one thought
this was the decisive day. Notwithstanding
the importance of what was happening (as a

defeat would have meant destruction), Reitz

remained stoically calm. As far as he was

concerned, defeat was out of the question.

Towards evening the welcome message
came at last:— *

Victory ! Twelve guns and 750

prisoners captured
—the English defeated !

'

Pretoria remained silent as the grave.

No jubilation, no outward joy, nothing to

show the real excitement. The Boers are

passionless men, and, though happy like

children, they are never enthusiastic. Reitz

showed me the telegram without saying a

word, and with a gesticulation as much as to

say :

'

There, you see, I knew how it would

be.' I must allow that it affected me, and I

conceived a great respect for this fanatical

servant of his nation.

I went into the office of the * Volksstem
'
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to learn more details, and was introduced to

Dressier senior—a pleasant well-bred man,

who had a tremendous amount of work to

do. He knew no more than was known in

the Government buildings. Soon afterwards,

Krugei>s doctor, Heimann, a Belgian by-

birth, arrived, and I was introduced to him.

As I afterwards learnt, he was quite at home

in the President's house, and enjoyed his

complete confidence. He invited me to

come and see Kruger, and offered to arrange

an audience for me for the next day at 6 a.m.

Now that was not my customary visiting

hour
; however, other lands other customs—

I accepted. Dressier promised to act as

interpreter, as the President only spoke
Dutch. At 6 o'clock next morning I went

to Kruger's house. He was sitting in the

little verandah in front of his small mansion,

smoking a short pipe. Round him sat several

Boers—Wollmarans, chief member of the

Executive Council, and looked upon as the

future President
; Kruger's son, Tjart ; Elof,

his son-in-law ; also a wounded captain

of artillery, who had been shot in the foot
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at Dundee. Kruger, a grizzled old man,

with a shabby old top hat on his head and a

frock-coat which had not been brushed for

years, wearing huge blue horn spectacles,

was in the best of spirits. I was presented

to him, but as he is deaf it was some time

before he grasped the situation. He then

chatted away In a friendly manner. He was

delighted over the victory at Colenso, the

number of prisoners, and especially over the

guns.
'

Yes,' he said,
' the Boers can shoot,

and that Is everything !

'

He then related to me how he went to

England and craved from the Queen the

freedom of his people. He pointed to

heaven and said— '

'TIs He who orders every-

thing from above !

'

They offered me coffee, which I should

have refused, but a significant look from

Heimann gave me to understand that I

must drink it, and I did so. Kruger is an

exceptional sort of man. He is physically

and mentally a giant. Tall and broad, with

a great, deep voice, he must possess extra-

ordinary bodily strength. His limbs are in
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keeping, and he has a splendid chest. He
has lost a thumb from one hand, which he is

said to have cut off himself with a table knife

because it had shown signs of blood-poison-

ing. He sticks to his black pipe, and puffs

and spits continuously. He drinks only-

water and coffee. He has only once drunk

wine in his life, and that was at Bloemfontein,

after the signing of the alliance with the

Free State. He then drank off a glass of

champagne, and put down the glass with a

face of disgust. Kruger has many children

and seventy-five grandchildren ;
almost all

the males are at present at the front. His

wife was a Du Plessis, and I was very sorry

to miss seeing her. Opposite his little house

is a church, in which the President often

preaches.

Kruger is not a President according to

the real meaning of the word—he is a

Dictator. The Constitution of the Trans-

vaal can only be described as radically

Republican, and to such a Constitution only
a Dictator is suited

; otherwise, anarchy
would prevail. I will take this opportunity
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of saying something about this interesting

Constitution. Instead of a Ministry, there is

an Executive Council. Like the President,

it is elected by the people, and consists of

six members. Each of them is in charge of

a department. Secretary Reitz conducts the

home affairs
; WoUmarans, who acted subse-

quently on the Peace Commission, had the

greatest weight after Kruger, and he was

generally looked upon as the future Presi-

dent. Joubert was the Commander-in-Chief;

Cronje, the General, superintendent of native

affairs. The other members of the Executive

Council were S. M. Burger and S. H. M.

Koch, the latter of whom has died during
the war. He was responsible, if I mistake

not, for the administration of justice.

The Executive Council is formed of men

of the highest reputation among the people,

and exercises control over all affairs. It is

responsible to the first
'

Volksraad,' the Parlia-

ment proper, which, however, was entirely

led by the Executive Council. Opposition

there was practically none, for very few dared

to whisper the word reform. The Reaction-
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arles and Nationalists had an overwhelming

majority. There was also a second ' Volks-

raad,' but its action was very circumscribed,

and its decisions had to be ratified by the

first
'

Volksraad,' even if merely en bloc. The

elections were free enough, and one might

say that parliamentary government had here

attained its culminating point, but could

not express itself, for the omnipotent

Kruger would brook no resistance. In this

characteristic may be traced a likeness to

Bismarck.

Every burgher had the right to vote.

You will ask what was the source of Kruger' s

power, and I believe that I have found the

answer. The Government, which in this

case was the President, had the disposal of

a large number of farms, the property of the

State, which were leased gratis to burghers

who had no property. Such farms varied in

size and productiveness. A man with a few

cattle received a small one
;
and so on, in pro-

portion to the number of cattle he possessed.

It is conceivable that the fathers of families

would ingratiate themselves with those in
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power in order to provide for their off-

spring.

In addition to this, the Government had

the right to commandeer horses, carts, oxen,

mules, Kaffirs, if necessary. This com-

mandeering would hit a man very hard, and

naturally the first to suffer were those who

were unpopular.

Apart from all these material reasons,

Kruger, on account of his Boer character-

istics, had a great charm for the people, and

enjoyed their unlimited confidence. It is to

be noted that the Boer is by nature very

obedient, and never opposes his lawful

superiors. He observes the precept of

Holy Writ :

' Let every soul be subject to

higher powers, for there is no power but

from God
;
and those that are, are ordained

by God. Be ye subject, therefore, to every
human creature for God's sake.'

*

Servants,

be subject to your masters with all fear, not

only to the good and gentle, but also to the

froward.'

It was for this reason only that it had

been possible to rule the country without
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police, gendarmes, or soldiers. Laws were

issued, but there was no one to see if

they were obeyed. That went without

saying.

I may add that I have never seen a people

naturally better behaved. This will change.

Once they have lost the habit of obedience,

the Boers will only submit to foreign officials

when force is exercised. The Transvaal is

not rich in officials. Besides those in the

Council, and the judges, there are only the

Landrosts and their assistants. The Land-

rost corresponds to our Bezirkshauptmann,
or the French Prefect (district magistrate).

They are mostly foreigners
—Dutch—with a

certain number of burghers who have studied

in Cape Town. The Landrost performs all

official duties, and is the most respected man
in the district. All those I got to know
I found conscientious, capable men. The
manner in which justice is administered is

exemplary. The head judges in Pretoria

are Dutchmen, and draw i,ooo/. a year.

The head judge was a young man, and

thoroughly trusted. I must say the whole
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Government apparatus, so far as the Dutch

race were concerned, was excellent.

The standing of the Kaffir in the Trans-

vaal is worth notice. While in the English

colony they enjoy equal rights with white

men, and even have a vote, in the Trans-

vaal their standing is very different. The
Kaffir must not walk on the pavement, he

must salute every white man, and must not

leave his house after 9 p.m. There is a

heavy punishment for the landlord who sells

him alcohol. As the farms lie scattered far

from the towns, every Boer has the tacitly

recognised right to punish his blacks. He
never does it in passion. When the Kaffir

does anything, he is told to appear the next

day at a certain hour. He is then tied to the

wagon, the braces are damped, and he gets

the necessary number of lashes. The Kaffir

undergoes his punishment with resignation,

the blood often running from his back, and

he makes it a point of honour not to cry out

or give any sign of pain. This power of

chastisement is an absolute necessity for the

farmer ;
he could not maintain his authority
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without it. The Kaffirs in Cape Colony are

a pubHc calamity ;
in the Transvaal they are

useful and smart men, which is entirely attri-

butable to the practical laws. The whole

Boer legislation is on a practical basis, and

free from the traditions of Roman, Old Ger-

man, or Gallic law books. One law which

struck me, for example, obliges the farmer to

get rid of certain sorts of weeds, and if any
such are found on his farm he is fined.

Useful birds, such as the vulture and the

carrion kite, are protected, and whoever

shoots one of these birds is fined lo/.

Religion plays the most prominent part

in this country. The book of books is the

Bible, and, what struck me particularly, the

Old Testament. Every one can read, and,

as a rule, write well. They learn from their

parents at home. The female element can

play a sort of organ. Singing is practised

diligently, and is an important part of their

religious service. So rigorously do the

people follow their teachings that the most

harmless things are looked on as profane.

A gentleman told me that on a shooting
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expedition, when, at a certain farm, he sat

down to the harmonium and played a waltz,

the proprietor at once came to him, and

severely informed him that he did not allow

such music to be played in his house.

Typical of the people is the tenacity with

which they cling to their manners and cus-

toms, looking upon them as the only correct

ones.

To return again to Kruger, many
anecdotes are told of him. One man told

me of Kruger's first visit to London, and

how he learnt there for the first time the use

of the night-shirt. He brought a dozen

back with him. Formerly he had gone to

bed in his trousers. When his wife saw

him in a night-shirt she was so terrified that

he had to go back to his old custom. The

principal part of Kruger's toilet consists in

putting on and taking off his top hat, which

he seems to look on as the emblem of his

dignity. At night he takes it off, and his

first act on getting up is to put it on again.

He spends little time in washing and

brushing. At the time of my visit the old
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man was suffering from his eyes. His eye-

lashes were growing into his eyes, and caused

him a great deal of pain. Heimann treated

him daily, so far without very great success.

I stayed at the President's till 7 a.m., and

then went, in company with his son, Dr.

Heimann, and Dressier, to the station, where

a great convoy of prisoners was about to

arrive. There was a crowd of people as-

sembled there. The prisoners were from

Colenso, where the big battle had been

fought on the 15th.

The train soon arrived. They excluded

the crowd from the platform ;
we alone were

admitted.

A long train came in and stopped. The
first carriages, which were first class, con-

tained officers, then came cattle-trucks with

the men. The poor people had been cooped

up in the heat for forty-eight hours. The
officers sat in their compartments sad and

mortified. My heart bled for them. The

Boers treated them respectfully, and I was

edified by the tact which they displayed.

The officers were allowed to get out and

G
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prepare to march off. A colonel, named

Bullock, a smart, soldier-like looking man,

had his head bound up. On asking about

him I was told as follows. When his regi-

ment, decimated and surrounded, surrendered,

he, revolver in hand, refused to deliver up
his arms. A blow with the butt-end of a

rifle from behind brought him to the ground.

Then, however, as he still threatened to fire,

he was given a second blow on the head, so

that he lost consciousness, and his arms were

then taken from him. I cannot say how I

admired this man. When one saw these

officers and realised what fearful dangers they

had gone through, and then after enduring
so much to end thus, one felt more like crying

than anything. A major went from carriage

to carriage counting his men before handing
them over. When he had shouted out with

trembling voice,
'

Farewell, lads !

'

he gave
the word * March !

'

and the officers moved

off under escort. Five of the captives,

volunteers, were led off to prison, for it

turned out that they were Transvaal subjects.

The same day I made acquaintance with
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an Austrian—Baron Kellersperg
—a very

good fellow, and dined with him and the

Italian Consul, Baron Morpurgo.

Next day, the i8th, my purchases were

completed, my tent ready, for which I had

been waiting so long, and nothing stood in

the way of my departure. I was present at

the funeral of a German doctor who had fallen

near Ladysmith, and who was taken to the

cemetery on a gun-carriage with six grey

horses.

It was an imposing ceremony, and under

the Boer colours.

At 12 o'clock I started for Bloemfontein.

There were a lot of people at the station to

say good-bye, and the Italian Consul, who

seemed to be a man of the world, brought me
a bottle of Pommery, extra dry. There were

a lot of Boers in the train, and all the com-

partments were crammed full. The heat

was such that the sweat poured from one's

forehead. There were six Boers in my com-

partment, and they were continually spitting

all round my feet, so that I had my work cut

out to keep clear. The guard of the train
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had taken my cushion, and snored on it

for hours. The Boers with me were right

good fellows : they offered me everything

they had—apples, milk, bread, &c. With

them everything is common property, and

one never eats or drinks without offering to

share with the others. I had some chocolate

with me, and gave it them. They pronounced
it excellent. At night the train stopped, and

went on again next day.

Towards the evening of the 20th I arrived

at Bloemfontein.



8s

CHAPTER V

BLOEMFONTEIN AND JACOBSDAL

Chance led me to the Free State Hotel,

where an old man was standing in front of

the door. He recognised me immediately.

He was the proprietor of the hotel, Stoell

by name, and in 1896 had travelled with

me to Europe on board the * Norman.'

He at once gave me his best room and

promised to help me all he could. After

dinner he sent for the German Consul, Dr.

Stollreiter, a Bavarian from Augsburg, who

placed himself at my disposal. He was a

splendid fellow and very kind, and I owe

him my everlasting gratitude.

I required a cart, mules, and horses, and

the next day he tired himself out procuring

them for me. It was not easy, as the war

had swallowed up everything. But Dr.

Stollreiter never rested till he had succeeded.
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in the course of a few days, in fitting me
out. I was thus obliged to spend Christmas

here. The heat in Bloemfontein was so

intense I could hardly bear it. I did not

walk
;

I used to stagger over to the club,

where one could at all events get something
to drink, even though it was hot.

The day after my arrival I met the

local Landrost, Pappenfuss, who was certainly

the most charming Boer I ever met. I never

expected to find such good manners here.

Pappenfuss took me to President Steyn. Mr.

Fischer was there, the man who went to

Europe in the Peace Commission.

Steyn is a fine man, a European with

a clever, striking face, which is surrounded

by a big well-groomed beard—a model of

sincerity and candour, and a Boer President

par excellence.

He is no Dictator, but a mild, constitu-

tional Republican. He had not so easy a

task as Kruger, even though the Free State

has similar State institutions to the Trans-

vaal
;
the people are quite different. The

Orange Boer is better educated and more
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cultivated than the Transvaal Boer. The

proximity of Cape Colony has had its effect,

and the bourgeoisie of Bloemfontein is

much more advanced than that of Pretoria.

The country has not so far shown the same

fierce party spirit against the Uitlanders as

the Transvaal. The contingent of English

settlers and people holding appointments is

very large.

The Free State has till now got on very

well with England, and the present state of

affairs is quite artificial. The Free State is

very poor, and its officials are much worse

paid than in the Transvaal, but are better

educated. Steyn could not assume the role

of Dictator like Kruger, because the peril was

not evident, the majority in the * Volksraad
'

was not so pliant and united, and because

the need for a Dictator did not exist.

But Steyn enjoyed the confidence of his

fellow burghers almost to a greater degree

than Kruger, for he was no king of nepotism,

and his hands were absolutely clean.

He received me in a most friendly way,

and I stayed with him more than an hour.
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The question which interested me most was

the conception formed of the future by

prominent men. When in Pretoria I had

sought to discover the ultimate objects of the

Boers.

I found that there was nothing definite,

only castles in the air, and no two had the

same idea. The press advocated the United

States of South Africa, the same idea as

Rhodes, but under a different flag. Kruger
himself only wanted Natal, with the port of

Durban. Others wished for no increase of

territory, only wanting their independence.

These were the Transvaal aims, where every
one thought more of the profits from the

gold mines than of anything else. In reality

the Boers looked on the mines as property
of which they had been swindled, and

hoped to turn the gold industry into a State

affair.

The Free Staters were poor : they could

barely maintain their fiscal existence, so their

first object was the annexation of the diamond

fields. This war made possible the attain-

ment of their wishes, and before their eyes
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hovered the possibility of re-establishing the

old frontiers, so that Kimberley would belong

to the Free State.

As a result of their successes they were

elated and self-confident, but Steyn did not

appear sanguine of ultimate success.

He seemed to feel the necessity of

excusing himself for taking part in the war,

and explained to me that the Free State had

only taken up arms because, if they had

not, the English would soon have annexed

them. They had got maps of the future

South Africa, in which the Orange Republic

appeared incorporated with Cape Colony,

and had made plans for the march of their

troops through the Free State.

Dr. Leyds had succeeded in getting the

scheme for the advance of the troops out of

the English War Office, and in this, which

was dated 1896, the main army was to

march on the Transvaal via Bloemfontein.

This fact chiefly influenced Steyn in his

decision.

At the taking of Dundee they had found

further confirmation of these facts.
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Steyn said that the Dutch movement

embraced every one in South Africa, and

that his people hated the English just as

much as did the Transvaalers. He said the

centre of the movement was in Cape Town,
and that the Colony was far more hostile to

the English than the Free State itself. The

English yoke appeared light, but it was

unbearable, for it is England's fixed policy to

take all she can out of the country.^ Not

alone the Boers, but all foreigners who were

not English, were standing shoulder to

shoulder against the oppressor. Besides, he

added, a lost war by no means signifies a

lost cause. South Africa will never become

English. He himself was no enemy of

England, but he was above all a Boer. He
also pointed out that in the Free State the

same drastic measures had not been taken

against the English settlers during the war

as in the Transvaal, where they had banished

them all, without compunction.

A main point, however, in his mind was
^ That the author should allow this extraordinary state-

ment to pass without comment does not say much for his

knowledge of our colonial system.
—Ed.
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that the time for the union of all the South

African States had not yet arrived. For

this a further development was necessary.

The feeling that they belonged to one another

was not yet general and firmly rooted. The

war would strengthen the loose organisation

of the Afrikander Bond, and he had no doubt

of the final result, however the present con-

flict might end.

President Steyn deserves the sympathy
which is due to an honest man and a warm

patriot. I am afraid, though, that he was

grossly cheated by slim Oom Paul. There

is one thing certain. The Free State had

had as little idea of a war with England as

Switzerland had of a war with France, for

they had no rifles, no guns, no ammunition

to hand. It was only at the eleventh houi

that orders for these were given, and only

a small portion arrived.

Was Kruger right in dragging the Free

State into the war with him ? If there

really were proofs that England would not

respect the neutrality of the Orange Republic,

then certainly, Yes. I cannot, however.
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believe that England would have thus made

light of the law of nations.

If the neutrality of the Free State had

been respected, the English could only have

pressed into the Transvaal by Natal, and

then perhaps the war would never have

ended. The Transvaalers could in this case

have besieged Kimberley, destroyed the rail-

way, and made it impossible for the English
to advance on that side. Many Free State

Boers could also have joined the Trans-

vaalers without altering the aspect of neu-

trality. Uncle Paul knew this well, but he

had ulterior motives of greater importance.
The adhesion of the Free State would be the

first step towards the adhesion of all the Afri-

kanders of Cape Colony. This did not come

off, or at all events only in a small degree.
The reason why the Cape Colony Dutch

hesitated to join was on account of the false

tactics of the Boers. Immediately after the

declaration of war, instead of pressing as far as

possible into Cape Colony, they lost valuable

time in puerile siege operations, and allowed

the English to bring up reinforcements. What
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could have induced them to act like this must

remain a riddle to every thoughtful man.

Kruger had also reckoned with a reverse,

but this would not put an end to his scheming.
He said to himself that a conquered Free

State, over which the horrors of war had

passed, would remain true to the Boer cause

until the last drop of blood had been shed.

There can be no doubt but that South

Africa will only remain English while garri-

soned. The war will be unending.

As I left the Government building there

was a man standing outside with a deep scar

over his left eye, in which one could easily

have put one's finger. Pappenfuss, who was

with me, spoke to him, and it turned out

that this man had been wounded at Modder-

spruit, and had only just left the hospital.

He related how he saw the shell burst about

fifty yards off, and that after some moments

he fell unconscious. After eight days of un-

consciousness he began to come to himself

I then went to the club to have a glass with

the Landrost. There were a lot of Bloem-

fonteiners there having their morning drink.
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I made acquaintance with them, and we talked

a good deal together. They were all jubilant

and certain of victory. Most of them were

German merchants, and were delighted at

meeting a fellow-countryman from Europe.

At table d'hote in the Free State Hotel

I made the acquaintance of a Mr. Vjhura, a

Silesian, who had a brewery and a farm in

the neighbourhood. This old gentleman
was charming, and a clever man, but it was

not wise to speak to him about the Boers,

for this is what had happened to him.

When he first came to Bloemfontein with

the intention of starting a distillery, he secured

for himself the right of import to the Trans-

vaal, free of duty, from Kruger s Government.

But when the distillery was in full work, the

Transvaal Government, without any reason,

went back on its promise. So for many

years the best market remained closed to

him. Now, since the outbreak of the war, as

all alcohol had been forbidden, his business

flourished as it had never done before, for

other imports had stopped, and every one was

thrown on his manufacture. It was not good,



BLOEMFONTEIN AND JACOBSDAL 95

and one could hardly tell his whisky from

turpentine.
*

May the war last for ever,'

said he
;

' then I shall recover my outlay.'

Christmas passed sadly. My only dissi

pation consisted in writing picture postcards

The diary which I had worked at diligently

was purloined from me by the Boers, so that

I have to describe everything after leaving

Pretoria from memory. I have only saved

my notes from February 2 onwards.

On the 27th Stollreiter at last had every-

thing I wanted. He had found the greatest

difficulty in procuring harness. Two carts,

fourteen mules, four Kaffirs, and a riding

horse stood in readiness. For these I had

to pay a lot of money, and to purchase, in

addition, a whole heap of little things which

he, knowing the country, considered abso-

lutely necessary. I cursed him at the time,

but later I often blessed him. Where should

I have been without the Consul ?

I started about midday ; my gallant bay,

a fine strong half-bred, rearing and bucking
like a playful stag. The mules galloped out

of the town. It was a fearfully hot day, and
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the perspiration streamed from every pore. I

galloped along the well-worn track which

they told me led to my destination, and by
which all transport wagons were driving to

the front. I halted at 3 o'clock, under the

only tree which I had seen.

I was really happy : beautiful, wonder-

fully beautiful, the open country lay before

me, encircled by flat-topped mountains, and

these mountains hung in the air, blue, and

wrapped in clouds. The air that blew over

the boulders and the golden sands was so

pure and clear that every breath was a

pleasure, and I galloped on through this

deserted country, my heart full of hope
for future fame. Far behind me lay the

kingdom of cares
;

their wings could not

follow my flight. The grey old hag, grown
tired of troubling, might well have been

drowned in the ocean, and the sun laughed
with broad golden cheeks in the blue sky,

which stretched away cloudless, like a thin

gauze veil over the repose of a maiden

goddess.

Another day of happiness, hope, and joy.



BLOEMFONTEIN AND JACOBSDAL 97

Only at night did I halt to await my
wagon. It was 11 p.m. before the wagon,
which had a team of eight mules, reached me,

with curses, oaths, and bad language of every

sort, and smacks of the whip which could be

heard from afar. My private wagon came

creeping up, bringing my servant, Joseph

Rosli, and my small baggage. One of the

Kaffirs, named Scott, informed me that there

was a farm in the immediate vicinity, so we
started off to look for it. The night was so

pitch dark that we had to wait till one of the

Kaffirs brought a lamp, and the road was so

bad that we had to grope along on foot.

At last we came to a wire fence which

barred the way, and Scott said that we had

arrived. He then went into the enclosure

and disappeared in the darkness. Some
individual beasts came up snorting, and then

a whole herd. It was quite uncanny till

it was evident that the cattle were more

afraid than we were. We waited about ten

minutes ;
then Scott came with an old man

who was carrying a lantern. He was the

owner of the farm. He gave me his hand, and

H
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welcomed me in Dutch. We went into the

farm, where we were accommodated. This

was the first farm I saw.

A small, clean house, nice living-rooms,

and among them a guest-chamber. Four

Boers were sitting round the big table in the

dining-room, with the old wife of the farmer,

while two daughters waited. These four

Boers had been with the old man, and had

only got back late that evening from the

front. After a short grace the meal began :

cold mutton and milk and some real good
bread. This supper tasted better than the

finest dinner at Paillard's in Paris.

After the meal I went back to my travel-

ling wagon, and slept splendidly till early

next morning. When the sun shot out his

first rays the flies buzzed with such audacity

about my face that it was no use thinking of

more sleep. The Boers were already awake,

and the grey-bearded old farmer invited me
in to breakfast.

I could now see the farm by day, and I

must admit it was very inviting. The two

daughters, though not very beautiful, did
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their best to satisfy one's wants, waiting on

me with a solemn shyness.

I got cold meat, milk, butter, and jam.

People think at home that these Boers

are half savages. I can only say that they

are far more civilised than our peasants.

The old farmer then showed me his

property and his cattle. He had 12,000

acres of pasture, 500 sheep, and 200 horned

cattle—not much in that country. In front

of the house there stood a single apple tree,

and on it was one big round apple. He
showed me this splendid fruit with pride,

and told me how often the tree had to be

watered. Close to the spring were some

eucalyptus which he had planted, otherwise

the soil grew only heath, such as covers the

whole Free State, and which served as

pasture for his cattle. When I photo-

graphed him and his family he smoothed his

hair and assumed a martial attitude in front

of the door of his house. When I took my
departure he led me again to the apple tree,

and after a short inward conflict plucked the

smiling apple and handed it to me. I gave
H 2
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him in exchange a big Havana cigar, and

rode off edified and touched.

It was evening when I reached Pieters-

burg, where I dismounted at a small inn.

Here I got a bath. Late at night my two

wagons arrived.

Pietersburg is a very small place
—about

twenty houses, with a church and a school.

The wife of the host was an Englishwoman,

he himself a German, who, being very con-

sumptive, had emigrated here. The general

feeling was friendly to the English, and I

cannot say that the inn people were polite.

I had to rest here a whole day, as my mules

were tired. When I started again I was

surprised by a bill for 5/. los. for one day's

very ordinary board. I sent my wagons on

at 4 A.M., and followed myself at about

10 A.M. At 2 o'clock I stopped at a farm

which was about halfway to Jacobsdal, to

await my wagons, which I had overtaken

and passed.

My wagons, however, did not come.

The heat had now become so intense that

in my desperation I did not know what I



BLOEMFONTEIN AND JACOBSDAL 10 1

should do. Night came on, and still no sign

of them. A Boer who had ridden along the

road had passed no wagon. I was much

alarmed, for what would become of me with-

out my baggage ? I was forced to spend the

night here. A couch was prepared for me
in a dining-room, and hardly had I stretched

my weary limbs and extinguished the light

when the room became alive. I sought in

vain by making a noise to stop the gnawing
and scampering of the mice. I had to get

up and sleep in the open. My hostess, a

young Dutchwoman, was much concerned.

When I awoke there was still no sign of my
wagons. So I rode on to Jacobsdal.

Soon after I had left the farm I came to

the Modder River, which rolls along lazily in

its deep bed, covered with osiers. I galloped

along the bank in the sand under a fierce

sun. At noon I caught the first glimpse of

a camp. White tents glistened along the

banks of the river—my first sight of real war.

I rode to the tents, and was received with

the greatest mistrust. Only after a long

explanation did they point out the road to
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me. I now left the river and rode over a

barren plain which seemed to go on for ever.

Far away on the horizon was a range of hills

which looked like great bushy trees. This

illusion is due to a constantly recurring

mirage. My poor horse '

Pandigo
'

began to

tire under me. He was a stout horse, but in

this heat he did not relish the galloping for

hours. There was no place visible for miles

in front of me, and yet Jacobsdal must be

somewhere near. Perhaps I had taken a

wrong direction. I rode on hard till I met

a mounted Kaffir, whom I stopped and ques-

tioned. The Kaffir pointed me out a shining

spot not more than half an hour away. That

was the roof of the church, and behind it lay

Jacobsdal. In front of me, halfway to the

shining roof, there stretched a big broad

sheet of water. It was remarkable to find a

lake here in the midst of this arid desert, and

the road led right through the middle of the

lake. I soon discovered that it was a mirage,

such as subsequently I could see from my
tent almost every day. At 2 p.m. I reached

Jacobsdal.
The little town lay peacefully
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and delightfully hidden away in a trough
—

perhaps fifty houses in a great circle round

a church. As I arrived I met my servant

and wagons. They had taken another road

and had arrived just before me. I hurried

into the inn, where a lot of people were sitting

and eating at a long table. My arrival had

been signalled on already, so I was soon on

good terms with every one.

There were present the Landrost, his

assistant, the postmaster, a man of one and

twenty, a veterinary surgeon (a Wurttem-

berger by birth), despatch riders. Generals

Delarey and De Wet, newspaper reporters
—perhaps twenty persons in all.

Before I saw or heard anything, I poured

glass after glass of water down my burning
throat. I then devoured some roast mutton.

The market-place was all alive. Troopers
were riding in from all sides, their rifles

in their hands and fastened to their hips.

The two generals, the senior judge of

Bloemfontein, Herzog, an insurance official

named Bilse, and some field cornets who had

arrived, retired into a small ante-room and
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held a noisy discussion. When it was over

Bilse told me that they had been planning a

night attack on the railway in rear of the

enemy.

They wanted to blow up a train. I

begged to be allowed to accompany them,

but was at first refused by General Delarey.

He was a big and a dignified man, with a

splendid profile and an aristocratic hooked

nose. He had a long grey beard, which

gave him the look rather of a prophet than a

general. He had the reputation of being
the ablest general in the southern army.

De Wet was a small, modest sort of man,

with a something humble about him, and I

cannot help laughing at the idea of his being
a general. As the sun was going down the

Boers congregated on the bank of the Riet

River, which flows by quite near to Jacobsdal.

I rode out and made the acquaintance of

Major Albrecht. He was to accompany the

expedition with two guns, and was awaiting
the signal to start.

Albrecht's outward appearance was

thoroughly military and very prepossessing.
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His face was sunburnt and his uniform very-

much worn. His bearing was dignified and

self-contained. I talked with him for a good
time over the previous fights, and he spoke
without any vainglory of his own doings, but

with the greatest contempt for the military

virtues of the Boers. The picture which

unrolled itself before me was pitiable. Half-

starved horses, small weakly animals which

no one would credit with endurance and

toughness. The general anarchy offended

my soldier's eyes, and filled me with loathing

for this sort of war. When the sun had gone

down, and the darkness had spread itself like

a mist over the land, our troops, about 700

strong, started off in the direction of Graspan.

They advanced slowly and quietly at the

walk. It was soon pitch dark, only in the

far west the watch-fires were blazing. The
little column marched on till midnight.

Smoking and talking were forbidden, as we
were in the middle of the country occupied

by the enemy. I cannot deny that there was

something exciting about it. At i o'clock a

train passed along in front of us quite peace-
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fully. That was the train we were to have

blown up. There was a general feeling of

disappointment : we had arrived too late.

The generals and field cornets now dis-

cussed what was the best thing to be done.

They decided to destroy the permanent way.

Thirty Boers, who had charges of dynamite
in their pockets, went off, with a man who

gave himself out as an expert, to the em-

bankment, in order to set about the blowing

up. Half an hour passed without anything

happening. At last the expert came back,

and cursed loudly. What had happened ?

The thirty Boers had left him in the lurch

and bolted. There were also not more than

a third of the 700 men present. And the two

guns also were not there. The two generals

and the field cornets waxed furious. They

quarrelled noisily and lit their pipes, without

thinking where they were.

We turned back again, and after a long

search found our guns, which had lost their

way. At 7 A.M. we once more entered

Jacobsdal.

This was not a bad adventure for the
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first day. The wiseheads who waged war

chiefly with their tongues, and always knew

what was best to be done but never ventured

where there was any danger, did not tire of

jeering at us. On the following day Herr

Bilse was kind enough to conduct me to

Cronjes camp, and to present me to him.

Cronje was in a very good humour : he was

sitting in his tent with his old wife, and was

delighted to see me. He had been told

already, and wished I would settle down in

his camp, and he would look after me to the

best of his ability. The camp alongside the

Modder River resembled an old Germanic

fortification of chariots—a huge enclosed

circle of immense ox wagons in position

round the tents.

Cronje's tent was green, and was in the

middle. Next in order were the telegraph

office and post office. The General had

three A.D.C.s—two Dutchmen and a Ger-

man
;
the former were Europeans, the latter

an Afrikander. Cronje only spoke Dutch,

so that I had to address him through an

interpreter. He hated the English with his
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whole heart and soul, and despised their

mode of warfare
; the Englishman to him was

the incarnation of the most horrible vices—a

liar by profession, and, what annoyed him

more than all, a calumniator of the Boers.

Cronje would not admit that the Boers

were rude and uneducated and half savages,

as the English papers would have people
believe. He gave me the impression of

having more heart than mind. His vanity

was visible in his eyes. His wife, a motherly
little old woman, grinned continually with

her toothless mouth, and was evidently

puzzled at it all.

From Cronje's camp we rode along the

Modder River to the positions. The land, a

great plain, stretches away from the river,

broken to the east by a chain of hills which

forms a great semicircle till it reaches the

Riet River, while in the centre another chain

of hills branches off in the direction of

Kimberley. About eight English miles

from the main camp there was a smaller

one commanded by General De Wet and

Major Albrecht. Half an hour's ride from
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here began the front of the Boer Hnes, which

extended over twelve English miles. Be-

tween the lines and the Modder there are

about three English miles of level ground
—

flat as a table and absolutely barren. The

only thing growing there was a sort of heath,

and on the crest of the hill some low bushes

from which were hanging great birds' nests.

Horses, mules, and cattle were to be seen

grazing in all directions, and as far as the

eye could see were the half-dried corpses of

beasts. Hundreds of great kites circled in

the air and squatted on the ground : they

appeared to be quite fearless, for they would

let one approach quite close to them. There

are hares and wildfowl here, also a sort of

snipe with long red legs, which uttered a

most curious cry. There were also numbers

of marmots, which the Boers call
' Meer

Kat.' These burrow underground and make
holes which are dangerous to people riding.

Everywhere as far as the eye could see

were ant-hills, which are all of like size

and shape : they are usually about thirty

inches high, half a yard in diameter, and
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hard as stone. There is a sort of gazelle

called a steinbok, and a small fox, but they

are not often seen. Jackals, which are said

to be plentiful, I have not come across. A
sort of hazel hen, called Koran, which fly in

couples, start up frequently, calling loudly.

Bilse, an untiring cicerone, showed me
the whole battlefield of Magersfontein, where

so short a time previously war had raged
with all its horror. The Boer trenches were

in two lines, about sixteen hundred and

fifty yards apart, between the hills and the

river : they continued from the hills to the

railway which runs to Kimberley and on

beyond it. The whole Boer army lived in

these trenches night and day, in the greatest

discomfort. Apart from the fact that they

were entirely unprotected from the sun,

there was a dearth of water, which had to be

brought up in ox wagons, and the flies were

almost unendurable. Myriads of these

troublesome insects filled the air, rising from

the black corpses of the horses which lay

around. In front of the trenches were

stretched wire fences, on which hung empty
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tins, SO that men advancing to attack by

night must be heard.

Bilse and I rode along the trenches to

the hills, speaking from time to time to the

field cornets, to whom I was presented

Bilse never omitted to explain that I was

the German officer who had come to see the

Boers fight. They were filled with pride at

the idea that they awakened so lively an

interest in Europe. They were all still

under the influence of the last battles, and

each one had something to relate or some

trophies to show.

From time to time there was a cry
* Daar

is hij,'
and every one sought cover : a shell

burst soon afterwards near the lines.

Those were the first shots I heard in the

war. We rode up the hills and along the

top till we reached a gun which was in a

stone casemate. It was a Krupp gun of the

old pattern, under the command of Lieut,

von Heyster. Formerly a German cavalry

officer, he had come to Bloemfontein some

six months before the breaking out of the

war, on account of a serious lung complaint,
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and had joined the artillery. It is very

wonderful that this hard life, full of priva-

tions, has done him, an invalid, so much

good. He lived here like a hermit, day in

day out with his gun, and had distinguished

himself in every fight by his exceptional

courage. He was as delighted as a child at

seeing some one from Europe, and pressed

me to get him some books, which he had

been without for a long time. I now

climbed up on the breastwork, and saw the

English camp shining in the bright sun,

about seven or eight thousand yards away.

Thousands of tents lay there before us on

the Riet River, and a thick cloud of dust

hung over them. With the aid of Heyster s

telescope I could see exactly what they were

doing in the camp. This peace in the midst

of war seemed strange to me. They advised

me not to stand on the breastwork—that the

English might see me and shoot at us.

After I had inspected everything, we set out

on our return journey. We had hardly

ridden a hundred paces when a shell came

whistling through the air behind us and
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burst
;

It was evidently aimed at Heyster,

and fell between two Boers who were en-

gaged in making coffee, mangling them most

frightfully.

The warning which had thus been given

us was not such a joke as it seemed at the

time. Bilse and I had a good drink of

Modder River, and then trotted off to

Jacobsdal.

I was living there in my wagon behind a

cattle-run. I spent the evenings with the

German Red Cross doctors on water. Our

German throats did not approve much of

such a liquor, and mixed with the noisy

chirping of the crickets were loud complaints

of the absence of alcohol. There was one

thing which was absolutely incomprehensible

to us all, and that was why Jacobsdal re-

mained so peacefully between friend and foe,

and was never attacked. Five hundred

lancers could have taken the place without

opposition, for there were not fifty men for

its defence, and even they were only there

by chance.

The whole Boer position, which they

I
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thought impregnable, was prepared against

a frontal attack only. Anything in the

nature of a turning movement, and the lines

would have been absolutely rolled up.

I ventured to remark this to Cronje and

De Wet, and received the remarkable reply :

* The English do not make turning move-

ments. They never leave the railway, be-

cause they cannot march. Let them come

by Jacobsdal; we ask nothing better.' I

reflected on this explanation, but, like a good
deal else that I heard at this time, I did not

understand it.

In the inn, where so much intelligence con-

gregated, politics were discussed over very

bad meals. I met the correspondent of the
' Volksstem

'

there, and made friends with

him. He was a very pleasant and educated

young Dutchman, quite without any of the

Boer swagger and boasting. Herr Bilse and

Judge Herzog represented the general staff,

and the veterinary surgeon was always the

genius who opposed them. Everything was

abused, and rightly too, for anarchy ruled

supreme.
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Before I go any farther with my story, I

must describe the hospital and the care of

the sick.

Four houses had been vacated and turned

into hospitals, besides the Protestant and the

Kaffir churches, which were used for typhus

patients.

The German doctors were the bright

spot in Jacobsdal ;
theirs was the one place

where there was discipline and order.

The hospital was lighted by a small

electric motor.

The want of ice and cold water was very

much felt. Notwithstanding this, the cures

were phenomenal. Except those who had

been shot through the heart or an artery, or

had had their brain damaged, all recovered.

Kidneys, lungs, intestines healed readily.

The way in which the wounded met their

fate was remarkable. Both Boers and the

English were patient as lambs. They could

be easily distinguished ;
the English were

always clean and their hair carefully combed.

Most of them were convalescent, and the

German doctors were quite depressed that

I 2
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there was not more to do. The contingent
of fresh patients was made up chiefly of men
who had damaged themselves. Some Boer

was always shooting himself in the foot or

the arm in order to be sent home, because he

was tired of the war.

Dr. Kuttner, an exceedingly clever man,

took some excellent photographs with the

Rontgen rays.

Typhoid was raging in the camp and

increasing so much that want of accommoda-

tion soon made itself felt. The big church

was quite full of sick, and new cases came in

daily.

It had been quiet everywhere since

Christmas, except about Colesberg, where

there were occasional little fights. Had it

not been for the bombardment which one

heard morning and evening about Magers-

fontein, we could have believed that we were

in a state of profound peace.

I spent a couple of days in Jacobsdal, and

then moved over to Cronje's camp. I pitched

my tent on the bank of the Modder River,

about an English mile away from the camp,
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in order to remain undisturbed. Here, too, I

could find a little shade among the willows

during the great heat of the day.

My servant Joseph proved himself a

treasure. As far as the lack of the most

necessary things permitted, he arranged

everything most comfortably. My mules and

horses were made fast to one wagon, while

the other served as a sleeping place. A
shallow hole with a couple of stones at the

sides formed my kitchen, and for fuel we

used dry manure. Meat was provided for me
from the camp, and in twenty-four hours was

no longer eatable. There was nothing to be

had but meat : the water of the Modder River

tasted of stinking fish—it was no wonder,

considering the number of dead horses which

were rotting in it. The colour of the water

was brown, and its temperature high, so

baths were not of much use for cooling one.

As a matter of fact, I only spent the nights

here
; during the day I was always on the

move. Great herds of sheep and goats often

came to visit me
;
we had the greatest trouble

in driving them away. The heat here held
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great orgies ;
we had to put up with it as

well as we could. The very sand was so

hot that one could feel it through the soles

of one's boots. The nights were cool, some-

times absolutely cold.
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CHAPTER VI

CAMP LIFE ON THE MODDER RIVER

In order to give the reader a clear idea

of the situation, I must relate what had

already occurred. After the declaration of

war Cronje commanded the troops besieging

Mafeking, and a General Prinsloo the Free

Staters, who were besieging Kimberley.

When the relieving army under General

Lord Methuen advanced. General Prinsloo

moved out against him, and came upon the

enemy at Belmont. Although he occupied

a splendid position, he himself was the first

to take to flight, and thereby gave the signal

for a general retreat. For this he was re-

moved, and Cronje was sent down with his

Transvaalers. Wessels was elected General

and Commander-in-Chief of the Free Staters

in place of Prinsloo. On November 29 the
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English attacked the Boer position on the

Modder River, which was close by the station

of that name. Here the Boers for the first

time made a stand
;
the bed of the river afford-

ing them excellent cover. The day ended

without any decisive result, and there was no

reason for quitting the position. During the

night, however, singly and in groups, the

Boers went back : Major Albrecht and two

guns narrowly escaped capture, and it was

entirely owing to the courage of a Hen*

Augenstein, an Israelite from Frankfort, that

the guns were saved. They now moved to

the position at the foot of the hills which

I have already described, and entrenched

themselves. They left the space between

the hills and the Modder River unoccupied ;

and the English seem to have learnt this fact

from spies.

On December 9 the English began shell-

ing the hills with a murderous artillery fire.

Not a stone, not a bush was left unscathed
;

all were smashed to pieces, but not a single

Boer was killed. They were lying down in

front of and near the hills, exactly where the
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English had been told they were not. The

artillery bombardment went on for two days,

Saturday and Sunday. On Sunday evening,

December lo, the English began to move

from their camp and advance towards the

hills. General Delarey now occupied the

space between the river and the hills with

1,600 men.

At 3 o'clock in the morning General

Cronje, accompanied by seven men, rode up
on to the heights, when he saw in the dim

light some dark forms advancing, which were

moving round the advanced spurs. He asked

a man who was near him what they could be.

The man thought they were birds or bushes.
*

No,' said Cronje, 'shoot
;

it's the English.'

It was General Wauchope at the head of the

Highland Brigade. He and all those who
were in the advanced guard were shot dead.

The General fell, hit by five bullets, shouting,
*

Hurrah, lads, we are through !

' The battle

now began. The Highlanders were shot

down mercilessly, especially the Black Watch,
which lost all its officers on this dismal day.

The battle lasted till darkness set in. The
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Boers had no more ammunition. The
Scotchmen had fought with an unparalleled

heroism. They had been led astray ;
had

been told that there were no Boers remaining
on the heights, and had been led unsuspect-

ingly to death. The officers, everywhere in

front, had led their men, absolutely without

any cover, right up to the mouths of the

Boer rifles. The guns advanced to a range
of i,ioo yards, and held on the whole day,

till the Lancers carried them off, their own

teams having been shot down.

The whole battlefield was strewn with

dead and wounded, up to a few paces from

the trenches. Gaiters, rags of clothing, boots,

helmets, and spades are still lying scattered

about, and the black stains of blood are to be

seen everywhere. By one bush, where the

artillery was in special peril, lay 300 dead

and wounded. The Boers put down their

own losses at 1 20 killed.

When night fell the English drew back

under cover of the darkness. The wounded,

having marched all night and fought through-

out the day without a drop of water, remained
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lying on the field, helpless, dying of thirst.

What must the poor men have suffered with

the shells bursting in the midst of them the

whole time ? The next morning the English

formed up, and it seemed as if they intended

attacking again, but, instead of doing so, they

retreated, covered by the fire of the artillery.

The Boers assembled together and sang

psalms in thanksgiving for their victory. In

the afternoon the work of burying the dead

and collecting the wounded was commenced,

which went on till Thursday. Even now

there are unburied corpses lying there.

Since Mack's time no battle has been so

badly conducted as this one of Methuen's.

It is all the more unpardonable in that he

had under him the best troops in the world—
the Scotch Guards [the Highland Brigade
is meant.—Translator.] His original dis-

positions were a downright blunder. He had

1 5,000 men at his disposal. Of these he kept

7,000 men in reserve.^ With what object ?

^ These numbers are quite inaccurate. Lord Methuen
had only 10,000 infantry, of which 2,000 were held in reserve

to guard the camp and communications.
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There was no likelihood of a combined

offensive movement by the Boers.

I do not blame his frontal attack as

such—he may have been justified in that by
the information which he had received

;
but

the way in which it was carried out shows a

contempt for the elementary principles as to

the conduct of a battle. A frontal attack of

this sort can only be carried through in con-

junction with a movement against the enemy's

flank, the more so as in this case the flanks

were quite open. The battle of December i x

would have been a decisive victory if but

3,000 men had crossed from the left bank of

the Modder River and rolled up the Boer

position. Apart from that, the manner of

attacking was quite wrong. In an open

country like this was, the reserves can-

not be pushed on close behind the front

line.

The Boers simply fired at the reserves,

who advanced in close formation, while they

allowed the skirmishers to get quite close up.

Lord Methuen appears to be tied down to

manoeuvre methods, and to allow no con-
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sideration for the circumstances in which he

finds himself to influence him.^

The bed of the river, which follows exactly

the same course as that followed by the

troops, was not in any way utilised as cover,

although there it was ready to hand. The

behaviour of the British troops on this day
was exemplary, and their retreat was carried

out in the most orderly manner.

The Boers had marvellous luck all

through. The fact that they only occupied

the space between the hills and the river that

very night had momentous consequences ;

again, that they were not attacked again on

the Tuesday, when their ammunition had run

out
;
and Cronje just riding up, so that they

were not surprised while sleeping. Prince

Eugene's saying appears to have come true

once more: 'Justitiam belli tandem fortuna

sequetur.'

From that day till the time of writing

^ The writer appears to have no idea that Lord Methuen

intended to carry the position with the bayonet under cover

of darkness, and his criticism is based on a false assumption.

The account, however, is interesting, as showing how very
near Lord Methuen was to a great success.—Ed,
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nothing had changed. The English bom-

barded our positions every day, but caused

little damage.

Except for this, there was perfect quiet,

and the men's limbs were getting stiff. As

there seemed no immediate probability of a

battle, I went off with Rompel to look at the

siege of Kimberley.

We started early and arrived towards

evening at Olifantsfontein, the principal

camp, where General Wessels was. Bilse

and Judge Herzog were there, and the former

showed me round. We rode out at 5 o'clock

in the morning and visited the western part

of the lines of investment. Kimberley lays

partly on a hill and partly in a hollow
;

the besiegers surrounded the town on all

sides, their line of investment being at a great

distance from it. The radius of the circle of

investment varied from six to ten English

miles. I must admit that I had pictured an

investment as somewhat different. The
circle round Kimberley was more than thirty

English miles in circumference, and was

defended by 2,500 men. Any sort of sortie
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was bound to succeed. The defenders of

Kimberley, however, seemed to have been as

frightened as the besiegers. Seven guns,

among them muzzle-loaders of the oldest

pattern, were planted at distances varying
from eight to ten miles from the town, and,

in order to mark the line of investment, were

occasionally fired into space. The engage-
ments that were fought here were, for the

most part, of a mild description, as may be

judged from the fact that in the past three

months only three Boers had been killed.

They knew quite well that there were only

600 regular troops shut up in Kimberley
—

namely, a battalion of the Lancashire Regi-

ment ;
and besides these only some volunteers

called the Diamond Horse, who were no

good. Still, no one thought of taking it by
storm.

The fiction had been spread about that

there were dynamite mines laid everywhere,
that would blow the assaulters into the air.

This siege was great fun for the Boers.

They prefer idleness to anything, and they
had amusements, such as capturing cattle.
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catching Kaffirs carrying letters, so that they

were in their element. This sort of thing

reminded one of the methods of carrying on

war in the seventeenth century, when the

same sort of things were always to be seen.

General Wessels had under him the Trans-

vaal General Detoit and the Free State

General Kolbi. The former had his camp by
the waterworks, the latter in the neighbour-

hood of Scholtz Nek. This day we were

bound for Kolbi's camp, which was about four

hours off. The road lay by Alexandersfon-

tein and Benowdriftsfontein, where there

were small detachments stationed. We made

a halt in Alexandersfontein. From here we

had a beautiful view of Kimberley. While

we were resting a party of Kaffirs carrying

a big white flag were driven out of Kimberley.

The poor blacks were terribly frightened,

and only recovered when they saw that they

were not going to be hurt. The most

knowing of them, who talked English fairly

well, was now catechised and questioned.

He stated that Rhodes had ordered them to

leave Kimberley, as he could no longer feed
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them, and had directed them to go to

Methuen, who would forward them on.

The blacks had learnt, however, that

Methuen wanted workmen for repairing the

railway, and that this was the reason why

they had been sent out. However, they

did not go, but went to their homes in

Basutoland. This Kaffir also repeated the

story of the dynamite, and knew the exact

places where the mines were situated. He
afterwards said that the bombardment had

so far only killed one woman and one

child
; further, he reported that there was

great difference of opinion between Colonel

Kekewich and Rhodes. What he said gave
me the impression of being false, so I will

not repeat any more of it.

About 4 o'clock we reached General

Kolbe, who was indefatigable in explaining

and showing us everything. We had to in-

spect every grave and every brickbat. I was

so tired that I could hardly drag myself along.
I must admit that the siege works were very

ingeniously planned. The Boers generally

seem to have an inborn talent for this work.

K
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Night was closing in when we started to

drive back to Cronje's camp. Being igno-

rant of the road, we succeeded in losing

ourselves completely. After numerous wan-

derings, we reached another camp, but no

one there knew the way. However, they

put us in the right direction, and we drove on.

Finally, at i a.m., we reached Bisset Farm,

whence we thought we did know our way.

But this belief proved to be unfounded, and

we were nearly precipitated into the Modder

River. Finally one of the horses jibbed,

and could not be urged on. It was dawn

when we reached the camp. I had hardly

lain down when the daily bombardment com-

menced. To-day it- was especially vigorous,

and some shells fell in the neighbourhood of

the camp. It was very exciting for the

Kaffirs, and they danced about a good deal.

The next day passed without anything

special happening. News came in of suc-

cessful encounters on the Tugela and at

Colesberg. I was sick with disappointment

at not having been there
;

in fact, I was

very near starting off, for I had given up all
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hope of seeing a battle here. The heat and

the bother of it turned the scale. In ad-

dition, there was the painful fact that two of

my horses were seriously ill. Their heads

were so swollen that you could hardly see

their eyes. I took counsel with the camp
commandant, who pronounced it horse sick-

ness, and bled them forthwith. Two mules,

although knee-haltered, had bolted, and a

Kaffir had gone in pursuit. He did not bring

them back until two days later. Fourteen

days of worries and hardships like this passed

without any other excitement, and my spirits

sank lower and lower every day. Colonel

Villebois and Leon, the representative of the

Creusot arms factory, turned up on Janu-

ary 20. Some one to talk to at last—some

company. Villebois was a young fifty, a real

Frenchman of the good old style. He came

from Colenso, and was thoroughly well fitted

out. He asked me to dine with him on the

day of his arrival. We cooked this meal

with the greatest care. The Colonel peeled

the potatoes, washing them as carefully as if

they were diamonds. He had learnt to cook
K2
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in Algiers and the Soudan, and there was

nothing he liked better. Villebois was a

splendid fellow, with a real French humour,

and saw the amusing side of everything. He
could not understand the Boers at all. As an

old soldier, their doings were incomprehen-

sible to him, and their successes still more so.

Villebois had pitched his two tents in the

middle of the camp, and the curious gathered

round to watch the cooking. One may
think what one likes of the military virtues

of the Boers, but, so far as their breeding is

concerned, they are perfect. They never ob-

truded themselves, never interrupted, never

made themselves unpleasantly prominent.

If any one committed any of these offences

it was always a European. The Boers are

a proud, well-bred people, with aristocratic

instincts.

Villebois's companion h6on, a French-

man of Jewish extraction, was our friend and

comrade. We loved him as a brother, and

he fully deserved it. Leon, an honest Re-

publican, had the courage of his convictions,

in conjunction with plenty of tact. I became
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very fond of him, and was very happy in his

society. A gifted, persevering man, with a

strict sense of duty, who never spoke of him-

self and his own doings, although he had

every right to, as he had rendered great ser-

vices to the Republics. From now on we
three were inseparable. Sometimes the

Frenchmen fed with me, sometimes I with

them. On February 23 we rode to Olifants-

fontein to look for a place for the '

Long
Tom '

gun, my position being merely that of

companion to the experts. At 4 a.m. we left

Olifantsfontein, and made a tour round Kim-

berley from the west side, via the Water-

works.

Bilse acted again as cicerone. Many
positions were proposed without meeting with

the approval of the authorities. About noon

we arrived at the Waterworks.

General Detoit was very glad to see

us, and conducted us into his house. We
had a meal (God forbid I should ever have a

second like it
!),

and then we set off again on

our circular tour. In the immediate neigh-

bourhood was the Kampferdamm mine, a
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great heap of earth, behind which was the

place where they washed the diamonds. This

mine is two and a half miles distant from

KImberley. Villebois and L^on, at the first

glance, decided that this was the most suit-

able place for setting up
*

Long Tom,' and

really it would hardly have been possible to

find a better. We now continued our ride

along the west side. A steinbok antelope

crossed our road, and one of the Boers of

our escort brought him down at about

440 yards. He was gralloched and pre-

sented to us. Towards evening we reached

Kolbe's camp. The General, having con-

ducted us round all the positions, trenches,

&c., gave us an excellent meal. I must admit

that I showed but little interest that evening
in field fortifications. We were entertained

with beef, pastry, and vegetables, and then

we all lay down in the General's tent. He
was a downright good fellow. The two

Frenchmen, the General, and I slept along-

side each other. Kolbe's toilet consisted in

undoing his braces. Next morning I woke

up with an acute pain in my left hip. I had
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turned over in the night and lain on a sharp

stone. We had some breakfast—green coffee

and fruit—and then started off. The General

accompanied us, and we made our first halt

at Skolze's Farm. The owner of this farm

was Kolbe's uncle. His wife lived there

with the uncle and her unmarried sister, who
was very pretty.

At 1 1 o'clock we left the farm and rode

towards home. I was astonished at the

toughness of Villebois
;

at the age of fifty,

and in this climate, he stood these long

marches so well, and his good temper never

deserted him. Next day we cooked our

steinbok, which, alas ! was already very high ;

nevertheless, it tasted excellent when roasted,

for our appetite was all that could be desired.

Leon produced his last bottle of burgundy,
and every drop that went down one's throat

was nectar. I talked a good deal with

Villebois about the Natal theatre of war and

what had taken place there. In his opinion

Botha was the most capable general on that

side, and he thought little of Joubert. On
the whole, everything was much the same
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there as here. The nature of the country in

Natal was more favourable for the defence

than here, and the line of advance for the

English more confined. Villebois was loud

in his praise of the English soldiers, and

especially of the courage of the English

artillery. With regard to the higher leading

he had but little good to say. It is not

my business to give a complete relation

of Villebois's views, nor to abuse men who

have done their best, displaying a Spartan

patriotism, and before whom, as a gentleman,
I bow the knee.

Villebois acknowledged that the English

army, in spite of all defects, and although

at present the laughing-stock of the world,

would be the very best if the generals were

as good as the men. He did not like the

English : he always said that they were

greater enemies of France than the Prussians,

but he did not deny that they were first-class

soldiers.

When he spoke about France he became

sad. Although he was not a pronounced

Monarchist, for he saw that this form of
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government had but little chance, as a

soldier he condemned the present rdgime:

He laid down the maxim that in a republic

military efficiency is a matter of no concern,

and is only possible when the army stands

outside politics, as was the case before the

Dreyfus affair. It is always difficult, he

said, to find capable officers, but still more so

when they have to be sought in socialistic

circles
;
and when every man of family is

treated as if he were a pariah. Leon also

expressed his opinion on the subject very

openly ;
and if we three had had to settle

this question it would have been decided

without trouble, as are all questions into

which the agitator does not enter.

One day my Kaffir, Scott, came and

told me that, at a farm about sixteen English
miles away, there were chickens for sale.

Rompel happened to be with me with his

two-wheel cart, so I put my best horse in

and drove off. Scott was right : I bought
four hens and two cocks, and drove back

gaily, after I had made them fast under the

seat. Our road led past the Magersfontein
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hills, and we determined to pay Heyster a

visit. As it was very hot I had no desire

to walk, and drove straight across country.

Rompel held on tight and did not utter a

word.

Our course led us over great boulders, and

about a hundred paces from our destination

the cart came to grief. I fell out backwards,

and the fowls escaped.

The English must have noticed us, for

they commenced firing shell at us. I left my
horse and everything to catch my runaway
fowls. I succeeded in catching four, but two

got away : the finest cock was one of them.

The fire, however, became unpleasant,

and Rompel, who was holding the horse,

heard the shells whistling over him, yet he

did not move, thus displaying much courage
in very trying circumstances.

We led the horse under cover, left the

broken-down cart, and rode back to camp on

borrowed horses. Scott only arrived late at

night with the fowls. The most difficult

question to solve now was the chicken

question. How should I keep them ? We
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racked our brains, till at last the brilliant idea

struck me of tying them to the cart : they

were made fast with pack-thread round their

legs. One hen died the*" next day, while the

others, although continuing to exist, never

exhibited the slightest desire to lay eggs.

Villebois and Leon shifted their domicile

to Kampferdamm mine, in order to super-

intend the work of getting
'

Long Tom
'

into

position.

I was to follow three days later. I em-

ployed the time in a long ride towards

Graspan, in order to get a correct idea of

the position of the English on our left flank.

The result of this ride was nil. I used up a

horse, and never caught sight of a tent or

even a man.
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CHAPTER VII

TILL MY CAPTURE AT PAARDEBERG DRIFT

On the ist of February, at 12 noon, we set

out for the Kampferdamm mine, Rompel
and I on horseback, and my big travelling

wagon drawn by a team of eight mules. We
first rode into the camp, to say good-bye to

General Cronje. The General was in the

best of spirits. I told him I was going to

Kimberley, to see '

Long Tom '

at work.

Cronje laughed, and said there had been a

change of plans, that
*

Long Tom '

was to

come here, as a new English armoured train

was expected. This caused me to alter my
arrangements. I decided to remain where I

was, and had the greatest trouble in getting

back my wagon, which had gone on. It

only returned into camp late in the evening.

On this day I witnessed a remarkable

spectacle. About 5 p.m., in a north-easterly
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direction from the camp, a thick white smoke

began to arise. No one knew what it was.

The smoke went on increasing, and as dark-

ness came on flames, at first orange-coloured

and then red, could be seen shooting out.

There was a long strip on the horizon which

illuminated the sky far and wide. When
the night closed in, the fire resembled a

big town lit with electric light. It was a

prairie fire. The dry bushes had kindled,

and the flames spread rapidly. For hours I

watched the different stages and light -effects

of this sublime spectacle. It was as if the

earth were vomiting forth fire and smoke
;

and the clouds lazily rolled along, all aglow,

over the flaming sea of light. And before

me flowed the waters of the Modder River,

in and out of the shadows thrown by the

willows which, as if weighed down with

sorrow, dipped deep into the tide. Millions

of crickets chirped, and a gentle warm breeze

blew over the hot sand. It was a grand, a

solemn night. The 2nd and 3rd of February
I spent waiting for

*

Long Tom,' which did

not come.
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Some of our men who had been out

patrolling in rear of the enemy reported that

long troop-trains were constantly arriving

from De Aar. The camp was growing

hourly, and general activity was noticeable.

By the night of the 3rd Cronje no longer

doubted that there would be a battle within

the next few days. On February 4, Sunday,
I went to the General and asked him where
*

Long Tom '

really was. He replied that

the arrangements had again been altered, and

that it was due at Kimberley this very day. I

immediately got on my horse and set out for

Kampferdamm mine. My wagon, with the

mules, followed. There was a storm coming

on, and the air was so full of sand that one

could not raise one's eyes. The General

advised me to delay my departure till the

following day, as I should encounter all sorts

of difficulties with the sentries. I refused

to stop, and rode off with a Herr J orison,

the camp auditor (commissary). At Bisset s

Farm, where we rested, we had to undergo a

searching examination and to establish our

identity. After some delay we were allowed
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to proceed, and rode on into the night.

J orison's horse stumbled and damaged his

knee. At midnight we halted, and slept in

the open till 5 a.m. At 7 o'clock we

reached Kolbe's camp, and by 10 a.m. were

at Kampferdamm. I at once sought out

Villebois and Leon, who were in the act of

preparing a dainty meal. In the afternoon

we set out in search of the gun, but all our

searching and spying were in vain. To-

wards 8 o'clock, it being already dark, we

returned without having effected our object.

I was tired out that day, for I had

ridden many hours, mostly at the gallop, in

the intense heat.
*

Long Tom '

was still

absent on the morning of February 6, and

Leon, who had ridden out to look for it

at 6 A.M., returned at i p.m., accompanied by
five French officers. These gentlemen, who

had but just arrived from Europe, and be-

longed to every arm of the service, had

already the appearance of Boers. Fine

fellows, and the best of company. It was

not till the evening that
*

Long Tom '

arrived, and L6on, Villebois, and I rode to
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the place where it was to be mounted. It

was night, and the Kimberley search-light

threw its long white rays into the darkness.

Fortunately, they paid but little attention to

us, and I fancy they remained altogether

ignorant of what was going on. Neverthe-

less, Rhodes knew that
*

Long Tom '

was

coming ;
we learnt that from the Kaffirs who

had fled from Kimberley. Villebois and I

returned home at 1 1 o'clock, while Leon

remained all night superintending the work.

There were, however, so many difficulties to

be overcome that it was not till lo a.m. on

February 7 that the first shot was fired.

*

Long Tom,' one of the biggest guns in

the world (its exact description is type 155),

was mounted on the earth-heap close to the

diamond washing. The great rusty engine-

house stood close behind and below it.

They had built big earthworks round to

protect it. We were all present when the

first shot was fired. We were unable to

watch the effect on account of the dense

smoke. The English then planted some

shells in our neighbourhood without hitting
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any one. The Boers looked on the whole

affair as a '

Mordshetz,' as we say in Vienna.

They rejoiced loudly, especially when one

of our shells created a great cloud of smoke

in Kimberley. The results of our bombard-

ment on this day could not be called satis-

factory ;
the '

Long Tom,' which had been

damaged at Ladysmith and subsequently

repaired, seemed to have lost some of its

accuracy. At 1 2 noon we returned to camp,
to recommence the bombardment at 4 o'clock.

Meanwhile the English had pushed forward

guns, and fired on us with frightful accuracy.

Six shells pitched in
'

Long Tom's '

emplace-

ment, and we were bespattered all over with

earth. The Boers who were here had not

been in a fight before, and after the third shell

they bolted behind cover. Finally, there were

only two courageous gunners left besides

Villebois and myself. A pastor, who, in a

well-covered position, had just started preach-

ing, concluded his service immediately. One
shell fell among our horses

; luckily they were

not hurt, but they bolted away as hard as

they could go. We were untouched, but five

^ CfHE
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Boers were wounded. After a few shots the

general impression was that
'

Long Tom '

represented a target of much too large

dimensions. The confusion that existed

around that gun is indescribable
; every man

did what he liked, and fired when and at

what he pleased. One could not hope for

much benefit from aimless procedure of this

sort. In vain Colonel Villebois begged
them to bombard one fort alone

;
the Boers

obstinately refused. I determined, if still

alive, to quit this place next morning and

return to Cronje's camp, so as not to miss

the expected battle.

For the time all is still, the moon shines

peacefully on the now silent
'

Long Tom,'
and her white light smiles tenderly on the

iron roofs of the town, in the midst of which

dark shadows lie like heavy cares. After

such a hot day, sleep comes over the spirit

gently and easily, like a dark veil of silk,

and closes the tired eyes, from which the

light has slowly died away. The roaring of

the guns weaves itself into our dreams but

as a distant rumbling, far, far away. The
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scent of a newly-acquired melon reminds us

that there is a to-morrow, and the thought

of this delicious fruit makes us look forward

to our breakfast.

And this to-morrow, February 8, came.

In the forenoon *

Long Tom '

was to be

got into his casemate, and so there was

nothing to do but wait. The French Colonel

came to me, and, getting into my wagon,
unburdened his heart. The five French

officers who had arrived had no kit, and

there were four still to come who were in the

same plight. They had no tents, no cook-

ing utensils, nothing but themselves and a

suit of clothes.

For two days they had been provided

with blankets, cooked for, and waited upon ;

but this could not go on. Villebois, as he

said himself, could not cook and peel potatoes

for a dozen. Besides, we had only the most

necessary provisions, and in two days they
had cleared us out like a swarm of locusts.

They had brought letters of recommendation

to the Colonel from all sorts of people in

Paris, but he could not help them. As may
L 2
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be imagined, on active service, more than a

hundred miles from the railway, we had only

what was barely necessary. My servant had

stupidly offered them everything that I pos-

sessed, and when I got back to headquarters

there was nothing left—absolutely nothing.

At noon a telegram arrived announcing
a fight at Koedoesberg, on the Riet River.

I ordered Joseph to inspan, which would

take about two hours, and myself rode

towards '

Long Tom,' whose bass voice was

again beginning to be heard.

I rode with L6on, who had been busy

supervising the entrenching in the fore-

noon.
'

Long Tom's
'

layer would not give

up his idea of firing at the enemy's guns.

Yesterday he had squandered all his ammu-

nition on forts, and began to do the same

to-day. When we arrived, however, he

began firing on the town. The effect was

terrible
;
one heard the horrible whizzing of

the shell from the time it left the gun

through its whole flight. First there is a

ghastly noise as it rushes through the air,

and then the dull thud of an explosion ; and
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then one sees a cloud of smoke rising from

the place where it has struck. The enemy-

replied vigorously, but, although they made

excellent practice, no one was hurt. To-

wards evening, about 5 o'clock, a little white

cloud of smoke rose from the middle of the

town and spread over the blue sky and the

hills. Amid the white there were great

patches that became gradually darker and

darker. Soon a great smoke cloud rolled

along over the roofs, and gradually drew

away towards the east, while in the west the

flaming sun sank behind the blue hills. As
I galloped away to the Koedoesberg battle-

field, a shell from '

Long Cecil
'

whizzed

behind me, but I was soon out of range, and

there were only the white smoke and the dull

roaring of the guns to remind me that war,

desolation, and death were abroad. Night

gradually hid the smiling face of the earth,

and one by one the stars lit up the vault of

heaven, and the round moon came hurrying

out, bathing everything in a flood of silvery

light, while in the distance General Kolbe's

camp, looking like so many rows of sugar-
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loaves, beckoned to me. The General in-

vited me in to share his meal with him, and

I, being hungry, immediately accepted. We
sat afterwards on the top of a stony hillock,

whence we could see Kimberley and its

search-lights. The night was glorious, and

all was peaceful : silence and slumber were

encamped around, so I too entered into the

dark kingdom of sleep, and became oblivious.

I rode off betimes on the 9th to Koedoes-

berg to witness the fight. It was very cool

and pleasant, and I rode at a hand gallop to

the battlefield. I could hear distinctly the

guns firing on the other side of the chain of

hills that lay before me, but the country here

is so vast, everything so open and extended,

that only by a piece of luck I reached the

spot. I met an ambulance with wounded,
and they pointed out the way. After a four

hours' ride I arrived.

There were about 1,500 English with six

guns against 600 Boers who had two guns
with them. The English Lancers and High-
landers had been making a reconnaissance,

and had taken up a position. When I
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arrived they were already retreating, and two

hours later they were to be seen moving
down the Riet River. I was struck by the

way the Lancers manoeuvred and retired

In extended order. This formation seemed

to me well suited to this flat and open

country.

At 10 o'clock I started for Jacobsdal, and

arrived with my horse dead tired at 2 o'clock.

I heard there that the Boers had had three

killed and thirteen wounded during the day.

I played billiards on an old table all the after-

noon, and went back to camp for my evening
meal. My poor

'

Pandlgo
'

Is sick again, and

I do not know what I shall do, as
'

Bass,' my
other horse, is quite broken down. Every-

thing is coming to an end
;

I have no more

tobacco, or butter, or fat. It is hardly

credible. My mail, for which I have been

waiting so eagerly, was sent after me to

Kampferdamm. One letter, which had been

addressed to Jacobsdal, was lost by the

messenger. My case of beer, which I had

been expecting as eagerly as the Jews did

the Messiah, and which after many weeks



152 MY EXPERIENCES OF THE BOER WAR

had arrived at Jacobsdal from Bloemfontein,

has been drunk by strangers. I suspect the

German ambulance. It was a severe blow

for me—real dark Munich beer at five

shillings a bottle, and there were to have

been seventy-two. But fate has taught me
to endure so much since I have been here,

that I was able to bear this calmly and with

Christian resignation, with the consolation

that the time of my adversity must soon

come to an end.

Here I am, on February 10, in Cronje's

camp again. The situation has not altered :

the English remain quiet and do nothing, the

great battle has shrunk down to a little fight ;

and who can say how long I shall continue

this wretched existence on still more

wretched Modder water ?

Even the English cannonade has become

lazy. There is to be more fighting on the

Tugela. A fugitive from Ladysmith has

brought the news that 1,500 men there are

down sick with typhoid, smallpox, &c.,

among them General White himself. There

cannot be more than 7,000 men left fit to
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fight. He says that on the 13th the garrison

mean to try a, big sortie, and if that fails

they will surrender. All the supplies are

exhausted
; they have no more clothing or

boots, nothing but wretchedness and misery.

So there are people who are worse off than

we are here.

To-day is a day of rest for all my beasts,

and I am writing these lines in a scorching

heat, amid millions of flies. I have had a

dip in the yellow water of the Modder River,

and so got a little cool, but the effect does

not last. The odour of a leg of mutton

cooking pervades the neighbourhood of my
camp, and I can hear it boiling and bubbling
where I sit.

General Cronje's three secretaries came

to see me in the evening ;
the moon had

risen and we were breathing again after the

heat of the day, when we heard the roar of

guns in the distance, in the direction of

Kimberley. We made our way at once to

the camp telegraph office, to find out the

reason of the bombardment. We thought
that the English were, perhaps, trying a
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night attack to take *

Long Tom.' We,

however, got the reassuring news that it was

we who were bombarding the town by moon-

light.

On the nth, a Sunday, everything was

quiet. I was lying on a blanket in front of

my tent, drinking a cup of coffee, when a

Herr Engelberts, a young Hollander, rode

in from Jacobsdal to impart some cheering

intelligence. First, that there were several

thousand English on the move about two

hours from Jacobsdal ; secondly, that there

was fighting going on near Rama (Ramdam ?) ;

thirdly, that since yesterday beer and whisky

were procurable at the hotel at Jacobsdal.

My only reply was,
*

Joseph, saddle my
horse.' We rode at once to Jacobsdal

and thoroughly refreshed ourselves, although

we had to apply to the authorities for a per-

mit for every glass ;
and then, accompanied

by two doctors belonging to the German

ambulance, started for the place where we

expected to find the English. After a two

hours' ride we reached a chain of hills, from

which we had a good view. Three English
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patrols advancing forced us to retire. It

was night when we got back to Jacobsdal.

I passed the night there, and started off

early next morning. At dawn the guns
were already to be heard.

During the night 600 Boers with two

guns had been pushed forward against the

English, and Engelberts and I rode in the

direction which the Boers had taken.

The heat began early ;
there was not a

breath of wind, and the hot dust caked on

one's lips. We rode on and on through the

barren, desert country, without seeing any-

thing except distant dust-clouds rising to the

sky. Then we heard shot after shot in an

easterly direction. We rode in the direction

of the firing and came to a farm, to which

two wounded men had just been brought.

They were both Inniskilling Dragoons ;
one

was fair and middle-aged, the other quite

young : the former had been shot through

the arm, the latter through the leg. They
were very astonished at meeting two

such friendly enemies. They told us that

Kitchener was advancing with 14,000 men
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—
cavalry and infantry

—and a number of

guns ; they themselves were the point of a

combat patrol. Their horses had been killed

first, and then they themselves wounded.

They were unable to explain how the Boers

had got there, for near and far there had been

no one to be seen. We consoled them by

telling them that we had long ago had infor-

mation of their coming. Their regiment had

just arrived from Colesberg, and they had no

idea as to where they might be going. We
left the farm, where there was not a drop of

water to be had, and rode off in the direction

which they pointed out to us. We soon espied

the shells striking the ground and the bursts

of the shrapnel. The fire was concentrated

on one particular hill, so we made for it.

On this hill was one of our guns, which was

being fired on by twelve of the enemy's.

In front of us was to be seen through the

clouds of dust a long line of black forms,

which advanced very slowly. I had not yet

seen a single Boer. About sixteen English
miles north-east of us there was another

artillery fight going on.
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The situation at the time was as follows :

Before me was an English cavalry divi-

sion with 18 guns, which was moving in a

northerly direction via Blaauwbank Drift

on some unknown objective. At noon on

Monday the greater part of the division

formed a long semicircular line on the left

bank of the Riet River. I rode to our

artillery, which was in position on a hill

opposite Blaauwbank Drift. From there

one obtained a good idea of the state of

affairs, and could at the same time estimate

the enemy's numbers. At that time they

did not exceed 6,000 men, all mounted. Our

Boers, under General De Wet and Com-

mander Cronje, the brother of the General,

were between Koffeefontein and the English,

and appeared from where I was to be in rear

of the enemy. I think this day, Febru-

ary I T
,
was the hottest day I experienced

during the whole campaign. One could not

even sit down, so hot was the ground. It

required the exercise of all one's will-power

to move at all. I soon perceived that the

enemy was not marching on Koffeefontein,
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He had changed his original direction and

was moving due north. After midday every-

thing became still, except that from time to

time a hail of shrapnel was poured on us

—that is to say, on the Boer guns. It was

marvellous that we were not damaged.
Hostile patrols rode round unhindered be-

tween our position and Jacobsdal, and I was

in danger of being cut off. I decided, there-

fore, to ride back to Cronje's camp. On the

way to Jacobsdal, near Waterval Drift, I

dismounted and plunged into the water,

which, hot and stinking though it was, I

drank out of my hand. Just as I was doing

my best to cool myself in the shallow

water of the river, column upon column of

the enemy, with a number of guns, crossed

at the drift about 200 yards away.

For myself I was not afraid, for I crept

under cover of a willow
;
but my horse, half-

dead from fatigue, was standing there, motion-

less, sunk in deep meditation. By good luck
* Bass

'

and I were not observed, and I was

soon able to trot on gaily. I reached Cronje's

camp about 5 p.m. The General was not in,



TILL MY CAPTURE AT PAARDEBERG DRIFT I 59

SO I made straight for my tent and wagon
to get something to eat. My servant had

prepared nothing, as he thought I would

feed at Jacobsdal. It was very trying. Nor

had he any meat, so all hope of a meal

vanished. I lay down and rested my weary

bones. The heat of the sun had somewhat

moderated, and the evening was really en-

joyable. I returned to the camp at 7 o'clock,

to speak to General Cronje. He was in the

best of tempers. With the help of a map I

made him a full report of what I had seen, but

he gave me the impression of not being able to

read a map very well. At the end he said,
'

Only cavalry, whom we shoot and capture.'

I then pointed out to him that the advance of

the English undoubtedly implied an envelop-

ing movement, and that he must do some-

thing for the protection of the two drifts

in our rear. Cronje laughed, and declared

that the English could never march so far. I

took my leave and retired to sleep. Next

morning, February 12, I returned to the

camp to inquire as to the latest develop-

ments.
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Kaiser, the secretary, in reply, said :

*

Nothing particular.' This was absurd
;

something must be happening to eastward
;

the troops could not remain quietly there

doing nothing. No news had come in from

De Wet. Cronje had gone, as he did every

day, to the Magersfontein entrenchments.

He still expected that the attack would be

made at that point, and looked for it at any
time. He considered the action of the cavalry

to be a harmless feint. That a large force of

infantry followed in rear of the cavalry he was

not aware. I had a meal at midday, having
fasted for twenty-four hours, and, mounting
*

Pandigo,' rode off to the scene of the fight-

ing on the other side of Jacobsdal.

About halfway to Jacobsdal I saw a

small party trotting along unconcernedly.

They could not be Boers. I quitted the

road, and followed across country, in the

direction this party had taken. After I had

ridden hard for over an hour I came to high

ground, from which, to my great astonish-

ment, I saw a regiment of English cavalry

on the march.



TILL MY CAPTURE AT PAARDEBERG DRIFT l6l

How came the English there, absolutely

in rear of our line ? I galloped back into

camp and gave the alarm. The Boers crept

out from under their tents and wagons and

listened open-mouthed. Then they laughed,

shook their heads incredulously, and declared

the whole story was an invention. The

General's secretary, the only man of im-

portance in camp at the time, came to

me and explained that I must not excite

the Boers uselessly. The General would

be home towards evening, and take the

necessary measures. I rode out again

in order to watch the enemy's move-

ments. A young Hollander, named Engel-

berts, accompanied me
;
but he soon turned

round and rode off to safer quarters. When
I reached the high ground again there was

nothing whatever to be seen. Now I my-
self began to have doubts : was it possible

I had been mistaken ? Might they not have

been Boers ? I rode on in the direction of

Ronddavel Drift. I might have been going
half an hour when I again descried the regi-

ment of the enemy. This time, however, it

M
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appeared to me to be a brigade. I rode

back to camp.

Nothing had happened there
;
the Boers

were quite tranquil again. I now remon-

strated vehemently, abused them thoroughly ;

but, notwithstanding, they still remained in-

credulous. Commissary Arnoldi wanted me
to show him the enemy. That was easily

said, but my horses could do no more. He

placed one of his at my disposal, and after the

delay of an hour we rode off. I led Arnoldi

along the bank of the river in a north-easterly

direction, and after twenty minutes I was

able to point him out a patrol. Soon after-

wards the troop itself was visible. We rode

back and found the camp in great excitement.

The news that some camps in the rear had

been destroyed had spread rapidly, and the

Boers ran along the river-bank, mounted and

on foot, towards the enemy. I rode to

Cronje, who had just come home. I found

him in a bad temper ;
he seemed as if

he were angry with me, as though I had

brought the English there. What really

annoyed him very much was that I, the
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foreigner, had discovered the enemy, while

his men were sleeping. The orders he gave
lacked precision, and were expressed in

vague terms. The excitement was so great

that every one did as he liked. Towards

7 o'clock I heard the first shots. I rode

in the direction of the sound, and saw that

the enemy was retiring. I therefore left the

Boer line, which had straightway taken up a

position behind cover, and rode towards the

enemy. A veldt-fire had broken out during

the day in the north-east, and now, as dark-

ness came on, it shone out redly bright.

I rode on, and saw that the enemy was

moving In the direction of Ollfantsfonteln.

It appeared to me that In the distance there

were large bodies marching. It might then

have been 8 o'clock.

Heavy clouds were in the sky ; lightning

flashed through the dark firmament, and lit

up everything in an uncanny way. An
awful storm had burst, and before I knew

where I was I found myself in pitch dark-

ness. Nothing but the rosy glow of the

veldt fire was visible. I found myself in an

M 2
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awful situation, between two hostile forces

in absolute darkness, without knowing the

countersign. I soon lost all idea as to my
whereabouts. I knew that the river lay to

the east
;

—but which was the east ? And
was not the river swarming with our men,

who fired on everything that moved ?

I could only get my horse on by

thrashing him, and every moment he

stumbled over stones and ant heaps.

Bushes, no matter how small, became objects

of terror
; grazing horses seemed hostile

detachments. Added to this, the storm blew

the sand mercilessly into my eyes, and

though I went on and on I reached neither

the river nor a road. The grass fire shone

fainter and fainter, and I continually changed

my direction without knowing it. I was in

despair, and felt as if I could cry. Then, on

a rocky ridge, I saw forms moving. The

clouds, parted by the storm, had made way
for the moon, and it was less dark. I bent

my back as the Boers do when riding, and,

taking my life in my hands, I rode straight

to the ridge. As I approached I thought
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every moment that the men would fire, but

nothing happened. At last I reached them.

I jumped from my horse and went up to

them. They were very astonished, and

would not believe who I was till one of

them conducted me to a field cornet who
knew me.

The Boers had not seen me. The sand

storm saved my life. They advised me to

spend the night there, but I refused their

invitation, as I wanted to get home. They
then showed me the way, and I rode off. I

took a wrong road, and again found myself

absolutely lost in the night. My horse

could go no more— I had to. lead him. I

wandered about for hours, till a telegraph

wire helped me. About 4 a.m. I got back

to my tent. I threw myself down just as I

was and slept.

Very early in the morning of Tuesday, the

13th, the enemy's artillery fire commenced in

the immediate vicinity of the camp. I at once

rode out on '

Pandigo,' poor overworked,

tormented beast, who looked an absolute

scarecrow. Cronje remained in his tent, and
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shouted out to his Boers that they were to

shoot and capture the English. One Penz-

horn, his second A.D.C., rode in company
with me to the scene of action. Our men

lay behind stones and in the river bed, ex-

tended over three English miles—wherever

there was the smallest possibility of attack.

Two guns, a Krupp and a Nordenfeldt, rattled

along rapidly behind me. One could hear

rifle and shell fire, but whence it came,

where our men were, and where the enemy
was, nobody knew. I was convinced that

the enemy must be about the drift, and that

that was the only road for us to take. I

sought energetically to impress this on the

field cornet, but, as usual, without inducing

him to take any action. Helplessness,

anarchy, and confusion prevailed. I rode

on to the summit of a hill with the artillery.

A section of cavalry was coming up on us

from the river. We fired two shots into

them. A Boer then came running up and

declared that they were our men. He was

wrong, however—they were English we had

fired on. The Krupp gun soon became the
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target of the hostile artillery, and shrapnel

after shrapnel burst in our vicinity, mostly

behind us.

In a dip further to the west lay the

Kalkfontein Farm. There was hard fight-

ing going on there. Commandant Debeer

with a gallant detachment defended himself

courageously. Penzhorn rode back to call

up men to reinforce Debeer, but no one was

willing to go. The artillery fire in the open
field shattered the nerves of the Boers—they

rode off in ones and twos. As I went back

to Kalkfontein Farm I saw a white horse

galloping over the veldt. I rode after him

and caught him, although the bullets did

their best to prevent me— I wanted a horse

so badly. I mounted my capture, and so

took the weight off
*

Pandigo.' It was now

noon : the sun gilded the smoke of the guns
and the fight began to slacken.

The firing soon stopped. Major Albrecht,

who had ridden up from Magersfontein, took

over command of the guns, and sought a

better position further to the west.

I returned to camp, where my midday
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meal awaited me. I was in a bad temper,

for there could no longer be any doubt

as to the result of the English movement.

Since I had been here I had pointed out to

Cronje and everybody that this was the

only way to Kimberley for the English, but

had met with nothing but incredulity. The

time had now come for it to be proved.

President Steyn's brother, Landrost in

Jacobsdal, rode in and asked for men for the

defence of that place, which was threatened.

Cronje refused him—he could not extend his

line of operations in this way. Already he

had scattered his men far and wide. The

Landrost came to me and shared my mid-

day meal. He had brought a bottle of

whisky with him, which did not enjoy a

long life. In spite of the serious situation,

he was in capital spirits.

A telegram then arrived that Colonel

Henry and a hundred mounted men of the

Northumberland Regiment had come to

Jacobsdal, visited the hospital and the Land-

rost's office, and ridden on further.

The news was received as if it were a
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good joke. The self-confidence of the Boers

was not to be shaken. At 4 o'clock we

rode out to the battlefield. The ambulance

wagons were doing their work. Each

wagon carried four wounded men. Many
died on the way ; others, in a state of uncon-

sciousness, awaited the time that they should

pass away. I conducted the Landrost to the

place where the fighting had taken place in

the morning. The Boers were at work en-

trenching the Nordenfeldt-Maxim. With the

aid of the telescope one could see in the far

distance large forces of mounted English on

the march. They were all moving in the

direction of Kimberley. Cronje, who had

also come out, continued to assert that the

attack would be made against the front, and

that this was only a feint. The evening

passed quietly, without any excitement.

Later, alarming news came in of large

bodies of the enemy's troops advancing, and

this time it was infantry. Cronje began to

realise the situation. I lay down in my
wagon and went to sleep at once, although
our situation was as dangerous as it was
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possible to conceive. As all the troops were

scattered about at great distances, the camp
was exposed to any hostile attack which

might be made.

At 2 A. M. on the 14th the order was

given to break up the camp. I guessed
what was happening from the commotion,

but remained where I was. At 4 o'clock

my wagon moved off without waking me.

When I awoke at 7 a.m., I found we had

moved to another camp. It lay in a hollow,

hidden from view, and so was more or less

safe from attack. The roar of the guns and

cracking of the rifles was going on all around.

I rode out, and straightway came on flying

Boers. One had his face torn by a shell,

which had burst near him. Two dead Boers

and some horses lay close by. One wounded

man was shouting for help, and shells were

falling and shrapnel bursting all round. I

tried to induce the Boers to stand, but in

vain
; they made straight for the entrench-

ments. The superiority of the English was

too great. The moving of the camp had

created a general panic. As I realised that
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the day was lost, I rode back to camp,

where Colonel Villebois had just arrived. He
was also of opinion that it was a hopeless

business. A telegram arrived to say that

there was fighting going on around Jacobsdal.

I started off there with the Landrost. When
we reached the summit of the hill whence

one can see Jacobsdal, we perceived 5,000

Englishmen steadily advancing. The Land-

rost turned and bolted, while I galloped on

into the place. The bullets were already

ratding on the walls of the houses, and all

over the place. I rode to the hotel and

drank a couple of bottles of some beer which

had arrived the day before—the first we had

seen for two months. Thirst was hardly the

right name for my complaint ; my tongue

had the dryness of the Sahara. An English

staff-surgeon and a member of the German

ambulance kept me company. I went on to

the hospital, into which the wounded were

continually being brought. Colonel Henry,

who had been wounded after leaving Jacobs-

dal yesterday, was lying there. I sat on his

bed and had a talk with him. The bullets
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were whistling all round the hospital, and

every one was trying to get under cover.

I saw our Boers flying. Soon after, as I left

the house again, accompanied by Dr. Hilde-

brand, the English marched in. I jumped
on my horse, and, in a hailstorm of bullets,

galloped hard for over a mile, covered by
the dust with which the bursting shells

smothered me. I was the last to leave

Jacobsdal. I shall never forget that ride.

The bullets buzzed through the air like

swarms of bees, and, striking the ground,

threw up little clouds of dust. I rode as hard

as I could. Suddenly
' Bass

'

came to a

standstill. I dismounted and found that my
brave steed had been hit. I now ran on, on

foot. Fortunately, I met my wagon and
'

Pandigo.' My servant had come after me
to Jacobsdal. I at once mounted 'Pandigo,'

and ordered my servant to come back. I

rode into camp ;
it was in a helpless state.

Cronje was sitting in his tent, quite broken,

and his wife was stroking his head. Boers

entered and asked for a council of war.

Cronje replied that it was impossible that he
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could call the officers away from their men
at that juncture. Those present then talked

and made their suggestions. It was pro-

posed to fly to Boshof, and leave Kimberley
alone. The end of the discussion was that

flight was a settled fact.

I invited Colonel Villebois to feed with

me, and he gladly accepted. My wagon
was again standing where it had been all the

time of my stay, and we rode to it. The

young Hollander, Engelberts, joined us. We
had our evening meal on the bank of the

Modder River, and night with all its mysteries

fell upon us. The moon was high in the

heavens, and its white light poured down

like a stream of silver, illuminating the dark

earth. Any moment the enemy might trot

up ;
it was mere chance that he did not.

We two now held a council of war as to

what was to be done. Villebois had left

his wagon at Scholz' Farm, and had to go
back there. I would not fly with Cronje

—
it

was contrary to my principles. After long

reflection, I came to the conclusion that the

only other thing to be done was to steal
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through the enemy's lines, which formed a

great circle round us.

About 9 o'clock Villebois rode off. As

he went, his last question was which of us

two would draw the prize and which the

blank that day. My poor animals had had

no food the whole day, and had to keep

going.
'

Pandigo
'

was miserable, and

searched the ground in vain for something
edible. At lo o'clock we started, the mules

with the wagon in front, and Engelberts

and I behind.

We advanced slowly and silently. I had

chosen the road by Paardeberg Drift. Once

that was passed we were safe. The nearer

we got to the enemy's lines the greater was

the excitement. I believed that our people

were still holding the drift, but it was im-

possible to say whether they had not already

quitted it. The moonshine conjured up
terrors all around. Were those not tents

there on the river? No, they were Kaffir

huts. Suspicious-looking objects were always

springing up. A light in the distance. So

the English were encamped there. It was a
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long way off, and to the west of our road.

But on the left bank of the river a light

appeared, and then disappeared again. It

began to get uncanny. It seemed to me that

I heard voices just past midnight, and

Engelberts thought the same. I advised

crawling into the wagon and leading the

horses behind. We might possibly get

through thus as an ambulance wagon. We
crawled into the wagon. Through the

silence we heard the creaking of the wagon
wheels, and the repeated smacking of the

whip on the mules. At last we reached the

drift. There was nothing, absolutely nothing,

suspicious to be seen. We turned in to

make the passage. Just then a deep voice

resounded from the bushes,
' Who goes

there ?
'

' Friend !

'

shouted Scott, my Kaffir.

The blood stood still in my veins. There

was no more doubt
;
we were captured.

' Halt !

'

was shouted from the bushes, and

three English soldiers advanced to us with

fixed bayonets. We got out, and all went

to the company commander, who was not

far off. The whole company was sleeping
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in lightly thrown-up trenches in a semicircle.

On one flank Major G ,
the commander,

was stretched at full length, the moon

shining on his ruddy, smooth-shaved face.

After a little struggle he managed to wake,

and got up and snapped all round generally

before he deigned to look at us. Then he

stuck his eyeglass in his eye, and from his

dizzy height looked us up and down suspi-

ciously. My servant stood there terror-

stricken and helpless, like a man awaiting

the execution of his death sentence. A
sergeant and some men were now aroused, who

were not very pleased at having to leave their

resting-place. We were fallen in one behind

another, with a soldier, each armed with a

drawn bayonet, on either side of him. The

Major then gave secret orders to the sergeant,

and on the command,
*

Quick march !

' we

started off. Engelberts marched along in

front of me, as if he had never done anything

else. Joseph came behind me, and then the

Kaffirs. Our way led past a Boer camp
which had been destroyed, and the air was

heavy with the stink of putrefying horses.
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We soon saw a number of huge fires, which

were widely scattered. It was Kitchener's

camp, about 15,000 men. We now had an

interminable tramp. Every regiment camped

separately with its train. This multitude of

troops sleeping was a fine sight. They lay

on the ground in long lines, their rifles being

piled. Our escort belonged to the Essex

regiment, and we sought everywhere in

vain for its camping-ground. No one of the

many we asked was able to direct us to it.

Three hours passed thus without our succeed-

ing in finding our object. The sergeant

then ordered that we should take a rest.

We sat down on the ground, and chatted

good-humouredly with the soldiers. They
were fine fellows, without the least sign of

brutality
—in fact, full of sympathy. They

had every right to be angry with us, for

we had spoiled their sleep after they had

gone through a trying day ; yet they did not

visit it on us in any way, and were most

kind. They even shared their drinking-

water with us. I cannot describe what

my feelings were that night. A prisoner !

N
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There is nothing in war which makes one

fee) more ashamed. And then to be marched

about from place to place like a criminal,

with no idea as to what the future will bring

forth, and the weariness and fatigue. What

days of excitement and exertion they had

been ! After a short rest we marched

back again whence we had started. Major
G was again aroused. Half awake,

half asleep, he swore a little, and then ordered

us to remain where we were, and a guard to

be placed over us. I did not sleep, though I

was so tired. The anxiety of anticipation

and the excitement of the night made it

impossible.

It was already 4 o'clock, and at 5 a.m.

the roar of the artillery began not far off.

As I subsequently learnt, Cronje tried to force

his way through with all his men, having

abandoned a part of his train.

When I got up and inspected my wagon
I found that during our wanderings I had

been cleaned out of everything. Even the

book in which I was wont to write my
poems had disappeared. It had a brass
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rim, which was probably mistaken for gold.

I was saddened by this discovery. All my
mementoes of the war had gone ;

the photos

which I had taken were destroyed ; my letters

had disappeared. I had not a towel, shirt,

or collar left. I informed the Major, and

begged him that I might have back the

book in which I wrote my poems, as it would

be of no value to any one, and my gold

watch, which was a keepsake. The Major
was astounded. *

Wait,' he said.
' You shall

have them all back.' After a few minutes

he brought me my book and my watch. '

Is

there anything else?' he asked. *No,' I

replied. I was so delighted at getting back

these two things that I did not mind about

anything else. He apologised to me, and

set about arranging for a meal. We were

ravenously hungry, and the mere thought of

anything to eat roused our drooping spirits.

Just then a bleating herd of goats came past,

along by the river. Some were caught and

killed in a trice. As Joseph could not be

got to do anything, and remained staring in

front of him like an idiot, Scott roasted

Ji2
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some of the appetising meat. The noise of

the guns gradually got farther away, and it

made me sad to think that these were per-

haps the last I should hear. How should I

be able to get on without all the excitement

of the strange life I had been leading ?

Although my state of mind was not very

satisfactory, I bore my lot with equanimity.

Resigned to the will of God, I reconciled

myself to everything. At noon, in scorching

heat, when we were led by the hand blind-

folded, stumbling along into the camp, our

misery reached its culminating point. We
passed camp after camp, and then the river,

being laughed at and ridiculed by the

Kaffirs. Finally, we halted about 3 o'clock.

I had become quite dizzy. A kindly soldier s

hand gave me some water, and that did me

good.

After a short wait, an officer came and

took off our bandages. We found ourselves

at a farm. We were placed with our faces

turned to a wall, and had to wait the course

of events in that position for some time.

Officers came in and out, mounted men
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galloped hither and thither, everything was

in excitement. As I soon learnt, Kitchener

had his headquarters here. I have forgotten

the name of the farm : it was just by Klip
Drift. At last an officer came in and

demanded my name. I gave it to him and

handed him my papers, which described me
as a war correspondent. He immediately
invited me to come among the officers, and

I got some whisky and water, and afterwards

some tea. All the officers were most polite.

Unfortunately, I was unable to learn this

gallant Major's name. After a wait the

Major came out of the house again, and in-

formed me that I should be set free on

subscribing to certain conditions. I had to

sign a declaration to the effect that I gave

my word of honour to return to Europe by
the very next ship. How gladly I signed
that paper ! He then made out a pass for

us all
;
and at 6 p.m. on the 17th I was a free

man again. We drove and rode to Jacobsdal.

On the way thither we came across the traces

of the mornings fight. Thirty-two horses

lay there in a row, stretched out dead, pro-
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bably the result of a cavalry attack. Splendid

big horses, with their bellies horribly swollen.

A flock of vultures were circling round

them. It was getting dark when we met

three Englishmen, who called on us to stop.

We showed our passes, and they revealed

themselves as the war correspondents of

the '

Daily Telegraph,'
'

Morning Post,' and
* Standard.' They had already heard in

Jacobsdal of my ride through the thick of

the hostile fire, and were delighted to meet

me. Unfortunately, I had soon to start off

again, in order not to arrive too late at the

outposts. We reached Jacobsdal about

9 o'clock. We had to pass another big

camp, which we got through with compara-

tively little difficulty.

There I was, in the same place again

where I had spent so much time, but the

picture had altered : there were English

soldiers, guns, and horses everywhere. We
rode by way of the ambulance, where the

doctors were surprised to see me. When I

explained the state of affairs, they all laughed
at me. I then hastened to the hotel, where
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again my appearance caused great astonish-

ment. The daughters of the house received

me with the pleasure which one shows

on encountering a good old friend, and

promised to bring me some supper imme-

diately. At the big table, where once sat

the Landrost, postmaster, and other people

of quality, there were now only officers in

khaki. I modestly took a place at the

table, and soon a little elderly gentleman

opposite to me, after having offered me some

brandy, asked me who I was. I gave him

a short account of myself, and he appeared

quite satisfied. It was General Wavell,

the captor of Jacobsdal. After supper I

went to see the German doctors, who were

sitting with a lot of bottles of beer in front ot

them. The mystery which had hung over

my case of beer was now explained. These

very bottles which I saw standing before

me were the last that were left of my case.

At all events, I drank some of them at last.

We retired to bed comparatively late— I,

naturally, in the open air.

Next morning, Saturday, the 1 7th, I got
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my first wash after many days. I then

sallied forth to find the Austrian military

attache. I found him in General Roberts's

house. He was very astonished at seeing

me here. I told him that I had only been a

war correspondent, to which he replied that

every one knew that I had been fighting. A
gentleman, S by name, who was stand-

ing by, understood what had been said, and

afterwards endeavoured to put difficulties in

my way. I was presented to General T
,

who examined my papers, and then gave me a

letter for Major H , Intelligence Officer.

I took my departure, and went off to Major
H

,
who lived some distance away.

S followed very soon after me. He
spoke first with Major H . I could not

hear what he said, but I was very much
afraid at the time that my liberation would

be interfered with. The Major was, how-

ever, exceedingly polite. He gave me a

chair, and let me wait a little. After a time,

he handed me a letter, which I had to take

to Major P
,
the Provost- Marshal, in the

provision stores. I could not find the Major,
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and had to return to H . He accom-

panied me, and we soon found P : the

latter, a celebrated cricketer, also treated me
with the greatest politeness. After a long

conversation, he told me that I should come

to him again at 5 o'clock. Meanwhile I

returned to the hotel, where the good hosts

gave me some of their own meal. The poor

people were very depressed, as their son and

brother had been dragged off as prisoners.

Here I made the acquaintance of many-

officers, and took my place among them as an

old comrade. My narrative and their own

provided plenty of material for conversation.

General Wavell, a particularly good-natured

man, took part in this exchange of ex-

periences. Colonel Henry also, who was

convalescent, joined us. In spite of the

wounds in his face and shoulder, he was

about again, and was now hastening to join

his regiment. He laughed very much when
he saw me, and asked me where I had been

taken prisoner. That officer who had

interested himself so much in me was

named Major W , When I said that
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I did not know what to do with my wagon,

mules, horses, and Kaffirs, he asked to see

them. I sent for my equipage, &c., and he

bought the whole lot for 60/. It was not

much, but better than nothing. The time

was now approaching for my severance from

the god Janus. Though my privations and

hardships had been great, there is something
so fascinating about war that I was almost

broken-hearted at the thought that I should

hear no more shell, shrapnel, and rifle fire.

Now I had to part from this splendid English

soldiery, these weather-beaten, smart fellows,

the beautiful horses, the guns, ammunition

and provision wagons, to return to the

world of peace and personal safety
—to the

world of boredom.

At 5 o'clock I went to Major P
,

who informed me that I had to start in a

quarter of an hour, together with a big

convoy for Modder River station. For-

tunately I had made the acquaintance of

Colonel B
,
and he invited me to take

a place in his wagon.
It was a great ox-wagon, in which one
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could sit and chat comfortably, while two

Kaffirs, with a very long whip, urged on

the eighteen oxen. Colonel B was an

able soldier, and was quite conscious of the

mistakes that had been made previously.

He was of opinion that all the old principles

had been revolutionised by the introduction

of the magazine rifle and smokeless powder.

Besides the Colonel, there were three other

officers present. One of them was named

Captain T
, K.O.S.B. (King's Own

Scottish Borderers). We crawled along very

slowly. On the way some Kaffirs were

captured who were armed with Martini-

Henrys. Their rifles were taken away and

they were brought along as prisoners. We
met numbers of troops on the march, espe-

cially artillery, and some of the big ships'

guns whose shells I had seen bursting every

day. It was late at night, I think about

I o'clock. Just before reaching the camp
we halted, and lay down on the ground and

slept splendidly. I had a little mound of

earth as a pillow. Very early, about 5 o'clock,

we started off again. The whole camp lay
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Stretched out before me. I knew every

stone there, for I had often observed the

English with a telescope from the neighbour-

hood of Heyster's gun. And now I was a

prisoner. A large detachment of High-

landers, with bagpipes playing, marched

along through the deep sand. It is a fine

sight to see these big, well-built men in their

kilts, striding along.

We walked to the station, and from there

a lieutenant conducted us to Major R 's

Intelligence Office. This gentleman showed

us a space where we might take exercise,

and informed us that the train would start

at 7 o'clock. He then conducted us to the

officers' mess, where we had a splendid

breakfast—tinned sausages and tinned bacon.

I had not eaten with so much satisfaction for

a long time, and since noon of the previous

day I had seen nothing eatable. We started at

last, at I o'clock. As we went we saw camp
after camp alongside the railway.

Belmont and its battlefields passed before

our eyes. The grave of an English officer

and some soldiers lies enclosed with stones

just by Belmont station, Towards evening
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we arrived at the Orange River. There were

a number of officers standing on the plat-

form
;
others were eating at long tables, the

restaurant was crowded. We wanted to

get in, but it was not possible. We saw

eating and drinking going on, but could get

nothing. So, disappointed, we had to go
on further.

Next morning, Monday, the 19th, when

we awoke, we were crossing the Karroo

desert. My throat was as dry as the sand

of this desert, and it was only towards

evening that we got some refreshment. I

ate and drank like a wolf. A Captain
G got in at De Aar, who was being
sent home on account of a serious attack of

dysentery, which he got on the march to

Kimberley. I sat in a compartment with

him and Captain T
,
and we tried to

pass the time as best we could. The war-

like appearance of the line and stations had

ceased. We no longer saw exclusively

khaki—plain civil clothing began to appear
here and there, and one saw that one was get-

ting further and further away from that theatre

of war, of which I had become so fond.
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Very early next morning, the 20th, we

reached Cape Town. Before me stood the

huge, high Table Mountain, an old acquaint-

ance which I had not seen for four years, and

there lay the same old Cape Town un-

changed. Now came our final sufferings.

We were conducted from one place to

another, and eventually to Major D .

He was a charming man, and talked a long

time with me. He showed me and presented

me with maps, and was altogether the very

soul of good-nature and straightness. From

here I made the final tramp to Colonel

C
,

who pronounced the words of

release. I had to sign something and pro-

mise to start next day by the s.s.
'

Briton,' and

then at 2 o'clock on Tuesday, February 20, I

was free. But that was not the end of my
troubles. I had not a penny in my pocket.

I had a cheque-book on Pretoria, where

1,600/. lay in the National Bank, and had

also to claim 60/. of Major W for

wagons and mules, but not a sixpence in

my pocket.

I had such a wild and dirty appearance
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that when I asked for a room at the Mt.

Nelson Hotel I was flatly refused. I drove

to the Grand Hotel, where I had been known

four years before, and they gave me rooms

for myself and my servant. I then got into

a bath, had my flowing beard shaved off, and

presented a somewhat more respectable

appearance. I now had to obtain some

money at any price, and inquired for the

Austrian Consulate, but no one could tell me
where it was. After wandering about for

some time, I went to the Post Oflice, and

there obtained the necessary information.

When I arrived at the Consulate I was

received by a Baron Ramberg. I was in-

formed that the Consul was very pressed,

and that I had better go in to him at once.

What could this Consul have to do so

pressing in Cape Town ? The Consul, named

Hirsch, received me with a friendly shake of

the hand.

I showed him my Pretoria bank state-

ment, explained to him my situation and the

absolute necessity for me to start the next

day, that I must buy clothes and linen, as
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I had lost everything in the war, and a lot

more besides. Eventually Ramberg thought
that he knew the manager of the African

Bank, and would go there with me. We
found the manager, who informed us that it

was forbidden for them to have any business

dealings with the bank at Pretoria, so we re-

turned to the Consulate again. And, after

tedious ineffective negotiations, as if I were a

man not to be trusted, I received from each of

these gentlemen three pounds. On going

away I inquired what countrymen there

were of mine in Cape Town. I was informed

that Herr Strakosch was there. I now felt

safe. I hurried to him, and he simply asked,
' How much do you want ?

'
'

200/.,' I said,

and in five minutes I had it. Herr Strakosch

was an Austrian who, in spite of his youth,

had obtained a confidential position in the

house of Zoiz & Co. at Johannesburg. By
his kindness he had helped me out of the

most unpleasant situation in which I was

ever placed. I will leave it to the reader to

form his own opinion as to the behaviour of

our Consul and his secretary. That evening.
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after I had made my purchases, I dined right

well with Captain T at the Mt. Nelson

Hotel, and drank the first champagne I had

tasted for three months.

The next day, the 21st, I breakfasted

with Strakosch and his friend, Count Sizzo

Noris, at the Mt. Nelson. We afterwards

sat down to coffee and cigars on the terrace.

An English colonel, whose acquaintance I

had made on the journey, and whose name I

forget, came with a gentleman I did not

know, who was dressed in khaki, but looked

like a schoolmaster, and joined us. The
conversation turned on my being taken

prisoner, and then set free. The unknown

gentleman shouted angrily,
* Without any

exchange ?
'

and could hardly get over it.

He then said it was very easy to go to the

war if one let one's self be taken prisoner as

soon as things went wrong. I replied to

him that it was only a man who had never

heard a bullet whistle, and yet considered

himself justified in expressing his opinion on

everything, who could talk like that.

Then came the embarkation. By chance
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I had the best ship that plies between the

Cape and London—the
*

Briton.' Accom-

panied by my friends I went on board at

3 o'clock, and at 4 o'clock we steamed away
with delightful weather and a glorious, smooth

sea. The great Table Mountain bade me

farewell, and as the * Briton
'

glided along I

reflected with gratitude on the magnanimity
of the English officers whom I had en-

countered during the last few days, while I

was in the humiliating position of a prisoner.
'

May old England prosper !

' That was the

feeling in my heart as I quitted this corner

of the Dark Continent.
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CHAPTER VIII

GENERAL REFLECTIONS

The *

Briton,' the biggest and finest ship of

the Union Line, of over 10,000 tons, with a

speed of twenty-two knots, brought me
home. There were not many first-class

passengers to occupy the spacious cabins

and dining-saloon, and of these very few

could be called pleasant companions. My
great friend was Captain G

,
who was

being sent home sick, and with whom I had

already made the journey to Cape Town.

He belonged to the Scots Greys, and was

an extremely nice man. Two Englishmen
from the Zambesi district and the ship's

captain made up our clique. We had an

uneventful voyage, without any particular

excitements.

G
,
a Mr. D

,
who came from the

Zambesi district, and belonged to the Duke
of F 's family, and I were elected as a

o 2
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committee for amusements, but the election

was opposed by a German as invalid. There

was another election, and we were chosen

unanimously. The captain, with whom we

generally played
*

Bridge,' was a charming

man, a real English gentleman. There

were but few ladies, but among them some

very pretty and agreeable ones. I wrote

diligently at this book, in order to have it

finished by the time I arrived
;
and ate and

drank as much as I could, to make up for

the privations I had undergone. Seventeen

days is a long time, and the sea was not

always all that could be desired, although I

cannot complain of any particular storms.

On March 2 we met the *

Mexican,' which

signalled to us by flag that Cronje and 4,000

men had been taken prisoners at Paardeberg
Drift. I was not at all surprised. I had

seen that it was inevitable, once the attempt

to break through at Olifantsfontein had

failed. Still, all praise is due tp Lord

Kitchener for his clever dispositions.^ The

1 The author is evidently not aware that Lord Roberts

alone was responsible for the strategy which led to Cronje's

surrender.—Ed.
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former Sirdar of Egypt is without doubt

the most talented English general, and

possesses all the qualities of a great leader.

He is, of course, unpopular with the English

Press, and perhaps with the officers of the

army, for he is quite indifferent to suffering,

stern and determined. Yet, granting that he

is unsympathetic, is sympathy a necessary

quality in a soldier ?

The English army has different tradi-

tions and customs to the armies of the

Continent. A want of consideration for

others would be looked upon as quite

natural in Germany and Austria. One must

remember that the standing army and its

institutions have been always prohibited.

Charles I. soon realised that the power of

the ruler only rested in the standing army,
and his conflict with the Parliament

originated in his desire to start a standing

army. The result was his overthrow and

execution. James II. attempted the same

thing, and was equally unsuccessful. At
that time the soldiers were under civil law,

and desertion and insubordination were

hardly punishable. It was only under
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William of Orange that a special law was

passed, which inflicted a special punishment
on deserters. This was brought about by a

whole regiment refusing to go to Holland,

and deserting. It was pardoned, however,

and distinguished itself signally by its

bravery in the wars against Louis XIV. At

the present time, punishments are much less

severe, and the way the officers treat the

men less strict than with us. Discipline is

practically dependent on the man's sense of

honour, and the result is successful. The

Englishman has always been the best of

soldiers : obedient by nature, he requires no

drastic punishments. On the contrary, I

believe such treatment would undermine his

obedience. At the time of the Stuarts the

soldiers were very highly paid ;
a man

received seven shillings a week—just about

as much as he does now, but at that time it

was worth four times as much. Scotland, a

very poor country, recruited its soldiers from

the highest strata of society. The prestige

of certain old regiments is the same as ever,

and the social position of the soldier so high
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that they outweigh the poorness of the pay.

This is quite right so long as England con-

siders her small army adequate ;
but now,

when the war is over, it will be necessary to

think of reorganisation. England cannot

introduce general conscription, or she would

cease to be a Colonial Empire. It would

interfere with the right of emigration, and

the possibility of young men seeking their

fortunes abroad. The practical Englishman
knows exactly how important this right of

emigration is for his country, and what great

advantages they possess in this respect over

the Continent, where it is impossible to leave

the confines of the Fatherland till the whole

time of service has been put in. The

English say that the militia replaces the

standing army perfectly. I will admit this to

a certain extent
;
and the Yeomanry and

the Volunteers have proved in South Africa

that they fight well, but their employment is

restricted, and is only conceivable against an

irregular enemy, similar in training to them-

selves. Now, more than ever, training is

the important factor, and in the future the
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victory will rest with the troops which,

though numerically weaker, are better drilled.

The English officers are quite conscious of

it, and they do not doubt that something will

have to be done. I had time on the ' Briton
'

to read the European newspaper reports of

the war, and was astonished to find so many
untruths and erroneous impressions contained

in them. The Press failed first by represent-

ing the solution of the business as quite easy,

and later by holding the English army to

blame for their own failure to appreciate the

situation correctly.

The Boers are poor soldiers, ifwe measure

them by Continental standards, but then, in

their own country, they are excellent. They
are accustomed to the climate, have but few

wants, and consequently supply is an easy

business for them. They shoot well, and are

wonderful judges of distance in their own

country. They know their country and its

secrets, and understand thoroughly how to

ensure themselves against surprises ; they

possess in peace time everything that is

necessary for war. And then their fanati-
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cism has made the Boers great, organised

them, and, in a way, taught them obedience.

The most remarkable thing was their fire

discipline. The Boers calmly allowed the

enemy to advance quite close before opening

fire, and then always took careful aim, while

the English salvoes went away over their

heads. Another point which the Press has

failed to appreciate is the fact that the Boers

were mounted, while the English were on

foot—a matter of the greatest importance in

this hot climate. No Continental army would

have done better than the English with the

same or even somewhat greater numbers,

and I personally doubt if, as regards practical

equipment, technical smartness and readi-

ness, a Continental army would have done so

well. The Boer is an enemy such as never

has been and never will be met again.

Mounted sharpshooters, provided with the

best of arms, acclimatised, fanatical, and

accustomed to campaigning, are very formid-

able opponents, and cannot be wiped out like

mere herds of armed men. It is to be

remembered that the Boers have the sharpest
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eyes conceivable, that they understand as no

one else does how to cover themselves from

view
;
and these are advantages which out-

weigh the defective leading and the dis-

couraging effects of being on the defensive.

In addition to this, the Boer artillery, though
not strong numerically, had the latest patent

guns, much better than the English, and

they knew how to use them. If the leading

of the Boer side left much to be desired, still

every individual possessed such innate talent

in selecting the suitable place for himself that,

on the defensive, this defect was not felt. If

their higher leading failed as regards large

bodies, still it must be recognised that in

small detachments they manoeuvred excel-

lently. The Boers would have achieved far

greater results had they but acted also on the

offensive. This they could not be got to do,

and to this fact they owe their destruction.

It is much more difficult to assume the

offensive
;

it requires exact orders, single

control, absolute working together, and a

great deal more. For this the Boers were

wanting in interior organisation and discipline,
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and their officers in training. The Boer is a

man of ambushes, of the trickeries of war, as

formerly was the Sioux Indian. The English,

who in character and tactics know but the

one word *

straight,' were consequently the

more frequently sacrificed to the cunning of

the Boers. In every position which the

Boers occupied, some wily snare was pre-

pared to catch the English.

At Modderspruit and Colenso it suc-

ceeded admirably. At the Koedoesberg

fight, De Wet showed me the road which

the '

Rooibatjes
'

(the redcoats, as they called

the English) must take, and when the

German ambulance took up its position just

there, it was sent away so as not to interfere

with their advance. Had the English been

pushed forward then, not a man would have

escaped. They drew back, and we did not

know why ;
I learnt later that it was only a

feint. All the fortifying at Magersfontein
was carried out with every stratagem of war.

At those places where an attack was most

probable no trenches were thrown up, so

that nothing might disturb their advance to
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certain destruction. These subtleties ren-

dered reconnaissance very difficult. One
read in the papers that the bad reconnoitring

by the English baffled description, and their

general training was condemned on those

grounds. As an eyewitness I must protest

against these attacks on the English army.
The reconnoitring patrols which were sent

out had to examine many square miles of

barren country and spy the enemy. This

country could not be reconnoitred by a few

men
; regiments were necessary, and even

they would have been forced to pull up in

front of the entrenchments. I do not think

any one has ever succeeded in reconnoitring

a fortified position. The English, both in

Natal and on the Modder River, always had

to deal with an enemy who was entrenched.

When the Boer did venture into the open

country he succeeded in hiding himself from

the view of the scout with marvellous adroit-

ness. On February 1 1
,
when I was marching

with 600 men along the Riet River to

Koffeefontein, I saw how the Boers can hide

themselves out of sight of a patrol.
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When the patrol was seen in the far

distance they all dismounted, and got under

cover of the high bank of the Riet River.

The patrol came on, with point and flanking

scouts, and crossed the river about two thou-

sand yards away without seeing us. This

patrol, of the Inniskilling Dragoons, never

returned to the main body. The greatest

difficulty for the reconnoitring patrols lay in

finding their way back to their main body.

I know now, from my own experience, how

easy it is to lose one's way in this country.

The reason is that the great level plain gives

one nothing to take hold of. There are

some flat-topped mounds, but they are all

alike, and it is impossible to tell one from

another. I, personally, have taken the wrong
road frequently, both by day and night, and

it has only been by accident that I have got
back on the right track. It does not matter

if one is riding in a friendly country, but for

a patrol among enemies it is a matter of

death or being taken prisoner.

Reconnaissance was practically impos-
sible with the enormous extent of the Boer
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positions, because the bare plain offered no

sort of cover for the scout. The reason why
the Boers spread out over a big tract of

country is that they are accustomed to drive

along herds of oxen, sheep, and donkeys to

pasture, for they get no other food. The

many horses have also to be fed, so that

they must keep large tracts of pasture land.

A further difficulty for the reconnoitrer is

the matter of water. A patrol was bound to

avoid all farms, so where were they to drink ?

And in this country one must drink every
two hours. For the main body of the Eng-
lish army the question of water was still

more important. An advance was limited

to the next watering-place
—that is, from

river to river. French's march from Graspan
to Kimberley led over two rivers, and he

finished having lost nearly all his horses.

Consider what would have been the condi-

tion of the horse supply if this sort of thing

had gone on. The climate allows but a very
cautious use of horseflesh, and that at a slow

pace. I did not respect this principle suffi-

ciently to start with, and lost three horses.
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The two which I had at the end were quite

useless.

With regard to the service of security

during the fight, which, according to the

newspapers, was so completely neglected, I

was not present at the battle on the Tugela,

but have talked with many eyewitnesses.

Colonel Long, the commander of the bat-

teries which were taken, doubtless acted

rashly, and had not satisfied himself as to

whether the enemy was in rear of his posi-

tion or not, but he was bound to assume that

his left flank was in no way endangered, as

BuUer had done nothing for the defence of

this flank. Again, here the Boers employed
their cunning to entice the enemy into the

noose, and with success. The explanation

as to why the Boer position was not recon-

noitred by the English is that it lay on the

far side of the river, which was crossed for

the first time in the course of the fight.

Long went straight away forward, because

he could not shoot from behind his own

troops. Colonel Long was heroically cour-

ageous, and with it, as is so often the case.
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somewhat incautious. One cannot on that

account indiscriminately condemn the whole

service of security in the battle.

The principles of the service of security

are the same with the English as with us,

and the Continent will experience some sur-

prises in this respect in a future war.

The English technical troops are splendid.

The railway and telegraph corps worked

wonderfully. We know, of course, that the

English are the best builders of railways.

In the Colonies the railways seem to start

up out of the ground for hundreds of miles.

In South Africa they repaired railways that

were damaged in less time than the Boers

had taken to damage them.

The supply of the army leaves much to

be desired, and I expect that when the war is

over those who are responsible will be called

to account. I was not at all surprised when,

later, I heard of the swindling which went

on over the purchase of horses in Hungary.
I may count myself fortunate, having

taken no active part in the war, to have

finished my expedition as a prisoner, and so
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to have had the opportunity of seeing this

splendid army under various conditions.

Previously, I had Continental ideas with

regard to English troops, but I have been

converted. The English army reminds me

vividly of our own army previous to 1866.

At that time we had the best army in the

world, but as it was practically unarmed it

could do nothing ;
that it was brave, the

Prussians can testify. The tone among the

officers was similar to that in the English

army—noblesse oblige.

When I think of the English officers my
heart grows weary. Men who are deci-

mated, shot down like rabbits at a drive, and

still remain so kind-hearted and so chival-

rous, show themselves to have the right

blood in their veins.

I can only repeat that the English officers

and the English soldiers have shown in this

war that the profession of arms does not

debase, but rather ennobles man. I must at

the same time add that the Boers were in

no way wanting in humanity. Men of the

wilderness, as they are, they have always

P
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shown themselves humane. I have, with

my own eyes, seen how they have taken

prisoners men who had been firing on them.

This war has had its good side, and I think

I may say that never has a war been fought

in so civiHsed a manner. English politics

may be false, but the English soldiery is

absolutely honest and brave. I do not think

any one can doubt my bond fides if they but

reflect on how I have been abused by the

English press.
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CHAPTER IX

MILITARY REFLECTIONS

I.
—General

The modern rifle, with its immense range

and rapidity of fire, and smokeless powder,

have completely upset the old principles of

tactics. In the future the force which shoots

best, and is best covered, will be victorious.

In proportion to the increase of range of

the rifle, the distance at which troops are

deployed and manoeuvred must be increased,

and the size of the units diminished. In

order that these greater distances should be

rapidly crossed, infantry must be trained to

move very quickly. While in the wars of

the past an energetic offensive has led to

victory, in the wars of the future it will lead

to destruction, The more skilful leading
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and the better trained and more mobile

troops will win, independent of numbers and

personal courage.

To satisfy these requisites, first of all the

* Divisions
'

must be reduced in size
;
in fact,

I think it will be necessary to have two

kinds—heavy and light. An Army Corps

would then consist of one light and two

heavy
* Divisions.' The present

' Division' is,

from its numbers and the size of its train,

difficult to move, and consequently, in war,

flying columns have to be formed on every

occasion. This proves better than anything

how necessary it is that tactical formations of

this kind should be created in peace time.

Naturally, the question will be asked, Of

what should these light
' Divisions

'

consist ?

In the first place, of mounted engineers,

of light artillery
—that is to say, artillery

armed with Q.F. guns of small calibre—in-

fantry on bicycles and four-horse wagons

capable of moving with ten to fifteen men

at the trot, mounted sharpshooters, well-

horsed ammunition wagons, and a light

train ;
as much cavalry as possible, which
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must be specially trained In peace time In

fire action. The very best material must be

recruited for these light Divisions, and they

must be kept up to strength In peace time.

They must make up for numerical weakness

by their superior quality. Such a Division,

consisting of a company of mounted engi-

neers, four batteries of Q.F. guns, two regi-

ments of cavalry, each four squadrons strong,

six battalions of Infantry each having a

cyclist company and the necessary wagons
for conveying men, with a light mobile

ammunition park and as small a train as

possible, would work wonders. The special

uses of these light Divisions would be. In the

first place, the occupation and holding of

important positions, reconnoitring and pre-

venting reconnaissance by the enemy, wide

turning movements, and attacks on the

enemy's flank. These are the first and most

Important tasks in modern warfare, and thus

these Divisions will be called on to do the

most valuable work, and, if they can succeed,

will decide the war. The South African war

has shown that numerical superiority no
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longer plays the decisive rdle it did formerly,

and that numerical inferiority can be made

up for by occupying a suitable position. It

thus becomes of first importance to occupy

quickly and hold the favourable positions.

The holding of the position is a simple

matter, and so it resolves itself into being

first on the spot. Another point which must

not be lost sight of is that, in future wars,

formations will be as broad and as shallow

as possible. This is brought about by the

necessity of always taking cover, and of

reducing the size of the target as much as

possible. The breadth of the fields ot

battle and of operations will be proportion-

ately great ; consequently the main object

must be to increase the mobility of the

troops, particularly of the infantry.

I will mention here a point which has

nothing to do with organisation. Owing
to the increase of depth of the dangerous

zone, and the greater distances consequent

on the increased range of fire-arms, com-

munication has become infinitely more diffi-

cult, and therefore every means must be
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employed to spare orderlies. In the battles

which I have seen the orderly rode to almost

certain death. The manner in which intelli-

gence and news is carried must be made as

rapid as possible. For this work there are

two useful contrivances, the field telegraph

and the heliograph. Whether the latter

would work as well elsewhere as in sunny
Africa I cannot say, but it certainly can be

of use to us. But heliograph and field

telegraphy will be of no use unless all, or at

all events a great number, of our officers can

telegraph as well as they read and write.

To achieve this end requires continual

practice. The best apparatus for telegraphy

is the flash-light telegraph, which can be

seen everywhere at night when worked by

search-light, up to 100 and even 200 kilo-

metres. We telegraphed to Kimberley
from Colesberg, over 100 miles, by means

of search-lights working on the clouds. By
these instruments a general can issue his

orders to huge forces simultaneously. Re-

connoitring patrols can, by using the helio-

graph, spare their men, and make sure of
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their information reaching. The knowledge
of telegraphy must, to this end, be thorough,

and not merely theoretical. At manoeuvres,

which in other respects are of little use, this

should be thoroughly practised.

What I have already said as to the

reduction of the size of the Division, I would

also say with regard to the company and

squadron. A company of lOO men is quite

big enough. With the war establishment of

280 men to a company each officer has

sixty to seventy men. How is it possible

for him to keep all these men together in

action, to command them, superintend the

sighting, targets, &c., when they are all ex-

tending in order to try and obtain cover ?

How can he conduct a retirement, that most

difficult and most necessary movement in

modern fights ? And how can he exercise his

personal influence on his men ? An officer

can command at most thirty men in battle.

The duties of an officer in modern warfare

are great, and for their efficient performance
both mental capabilities and personal courage
are necessary. A subaltern officer must be
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a good judge of distance. It is difficult, and

requires endless practice. It is necessary

both for infantry and cavalry officers, as the

latter will very often have to decide how

much he will extend his squadron, taking

into account that each man must be able to

obtain cover for himself. The advance in

action must be such that each man can make

his rush forward, without in any way con-

sidering his neighbour, only thinking of the

lie of the ground. The advance in two

ranks, such as one sees at manoeuvres, is an

absolute impossibility.

The closer one gets to the enemy the

slower will the advance be, and the more

cautious must every man become, till eventu-

ally he has to crawl along on his belly. We
practise the exact opposite ;

we have the

men stand up and attack with the bayonet.

If the defender is clever he waits for this

moment, for then not a man will escape him.

The English gave up this method of attack

very soon. The most difficult duty for the

subaltern officer is the maintenance of fire

discipline. To succeed in this it is necessary



2l8 MY EXPERIENCES OF THE BOER WAR

that from the very beginning of the war

every man be trained to shoot only when a

target offers. It Is no longer the case that

the chance shot decides the day. It may
have been the case with the rifles of 1866

and 1870, but It Is not so nowadays; It is,

on the contrary, the exception for the well-

aimed shot to hit.

Salvoes and shooting by word of com-

mand upset a man In action and cause him

to shoot aimlessly in the air. It happens but

too often that the nervous man, unsteadled

by the projectiles falling round him, fires

shot after shot by way of steadying himself.

What is the use of a shot fired in the air ?

One millimetre too high or too low, and the

enemy will not even hear the whistle of the

bullet. How is It possible, then, that a chance

shot or a salvo should have any effect ?

How great is the superiority of a good
marksman ! Every general must have this

clearly before him
; training must be In the

direction of creating good marksmen. To

acquire this another method of target practice

must be Introduced. The man must be
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taught to shoot with his rifle properly aimed,

and always in a lying position. That is how

he will fire in war, and he must accustom

himself to it in peace. With such training

there is hope that he may learn to shoot

in the short time available. In order to

keep the man in practice after he has com-

pleted his service with the colours, the State

should institute obligatory musketry for re-

servists everywhere. The necessary expense

should be willingly borne by the nation, as

it would give better value than any other

money spent on military objects. But not

only the man—the officer must also be a

good shot, and there should be no time lost

in training him in judging distances and rifle

shooting. In judging as to the fitness of an

officer, one of the first requirements should

be good eyes. How can a short-sighted

man judge distance ? The value of a body
of troops depends on their marksmanship,
their mobility, and their endurance. The

lines on which peace training should be

carried out are thus clearly evident. Victory,

however, will only come to those troops
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which are led according to the modern

requirements of tactics. The immense

extent of front which will be occupied by
an army seems fabulous—hundreds of kilo-

metres. The battle will last much longer

than heretofore, and will divide itself into a

number of isolated fights. The commander

will, however, endeavour to strengthen his

line in such a way that at a suitable spot he

may take the offensive and break through

the enemy's line.

The battle begins with the endeavour of

each side to outflank the other, and ends

with one side breaking through the enemy's

line. It becomes a matter of finding the

right spot and employing the best troops :

the Light Divisions are suited to such work.

The lie of the ground is so important a

factor nowadays that the cunning of war

again takes its old place. The Boers have

taught us something, which may always be

successfully carried out—the sham retreat,

a slow retirement before the advancing

enemy till you have him 'in cava manu.'

That we may not fall a victim to similar
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tactics, it is necessary to be very cautious

when attacking. And now I come to what,

more than anything else, require amend-

ment—namely, the regulations as to the

employment of reserves.

All deployments must be made under

cover, and the advance, even if it be at some

distance from the field of battle, made in ex-

tended order. All deep formations must be

avoided when there is the least possibility of

being exposed to the enemy's fire. Artillery

fire does but little harm to troops extended,

but the effect on troops in column is terrible.

In war the art of self-preservation comes of

itself, but if it be provided for in regulations,

and practised in peace, it is more exactly

and rightly carried out. The English have

learnt it in this war, although they clung
for a long time to their regulations. The

higher leaders should observe at manoeuvres

how section commanders make use of the

ground. The regulations lay down numbers,

&c., so exactly, and allow so little room for

initiative, that there is no wonder that

military pedantry clings to the letter of the
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law without any regard for surrounding cir-

cumstances. Modern war does not want

machines, but demands from every indi-

vidual, down to the private soldier, Inde-

pendent thought and action. With regard

to this I would point out that this Initiative

should be encouraged In peace time, and the

man not be so tied to the apron-string. And
so It Is with regard to the Issue of orders,

which are always given without any know-

ledge of what may happen on the spot and

the unexpected difficulties which may arise,

and allow no latitude. Some little thing

may prevent the carrying out of an order or

reduce it to an absurdity. Blind obedience

would then lead to the destruction of the

force. The history of the South African

war will furnish many such Instances. It

is necessary to be patient nowadays, to try

all round and to avoid running your head

against a wall. The laurels will come of

themselves, if they are coming. A general

must always count on the Impracticability of

carrying out his orders, and make his dispo-

sitions accordingly.
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The question of the Reserve is now, has

been, and always will be, the most difficult

problem for the General. My opinion is that

in future it will be less important to have big

reserves than it was in the days of the

bayonet assault, as now this way of breaking

through is no longer to be expected. The
number of reserves will depend, in the first

place, on the nature of the ground, and then

on the dispositions of the fight. It is im-

portant to have fresh troops to relieve those

who have been exposed to fire and are tired.

Such reliefs will, as a rule, take place at

night. Night-time will be made use of in a

way it never has been before. The reason

there was so little night fighting in South

Africa is because the Boers would never

take the offensive, and the English, being

ignorant of the country, were afraid of going

astray. The force which has the courage to

attack by night has a great advantage. The
confusion is indescribable. Soon after my
arrival in the camp I was witness of such a

disturbance. A jackal ran against one of the

empty tins hung on the wires in front of the
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trenches ;
a Boer awoke, thought the English

were attacking, and fired. A second and a

third, and the whole front fired, and over

200,000 shots were expended for nothing.

The men only recovered their composure at

daybreak. All the outpost sentries were

shot down, and from that day on no one

would go on outpost duty, so there were no

more sentries put out.

One thing has proved quite wrong, and

that is the distances of the regimental and

brigade reserves from the fighting line. One

must remember that the new rifle kills at

2,500 yards, and therefore the existing rules

as to reserves are quite wrong. Troops in

the firing line must always be deployed, and

the reserves also, unless they find cover.

As regards the entrenching of troops attack-

ing, there is for and against. In the first

place, it takes time, the man is longer at a

certain spot than necessary, and then his

hand shakes when he comes to fire after the

digging. My opinion is that entrenching, for

troops advancing to the attack, is distinctly

disadvantageous, and that it is only of value
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on the defensive. The greatest care is

necessary not to expose troops to fire un-

necessarily, for a section which has been fired

on with any result is so demoralised that it

cannot be induced to advance again, whereas

a section which has not experienced fire, and

is ignorant of the danger it runs, is much

more easily brought forward to the attack.

It is not at all an easy matter to induce men

who are lying down to get up and expose
themselves to fire. In this respect there will

be great disillusions.

In the selection of positions it is neces-

sary to always have it in one's mind to

make retirement for the men as difficult

as possible. With hills, put them in front of

the hill, so that they will not desire to run

back over the crest, exposing themselves to

fire. Then they remain lying where they

are. A hill is generally a disadvantage in

the fight, and is only of use as cover for

reserves, ammunition wagons, and horses.

The chief danger of a hill or chain of hills is

that it offers a splendid target for artillery

fire. Nothing is so tempting to bombard as

Q
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a hill, a wood, or a cluster of houses. The

Boers soon realised this, and acted on it. A
hill is also unsuited as an artillery position,

as the guns lose their sweeping effect. High

ground should only be selected for an artillery

position when the enemy cannot be seen

from any other. In principle it is to be

avoided. Copses and woods form the very

worst cover, especially the latter, as the

shells crashing into them have a terrible

effect on the nerves. Occupy the edge of a

wood, but keep out of the wood itself. The

enemy is sure to squander his ammunition

on the unoccupied wood. Men must be

taught to avoid bushes in battle. I observed

that most casualties were to be found behind

bushes. This is explained by the fact that

men fire on bushes because they make a

splendid target, and it can be taken for

granted that they are serving as cover. The

thing is to take the real and not the apparent

cover. Ditches and natural risings in the

ground form splendid cover, and do not offer

a striking target. One of the greatest mis-

takes in our peace training is the way we
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seek for what is really but false cover when

advancing to attack. Such objects are

certain to be fired on, as they catch the

enemy's eye. Behind one clump of bushes

at Magersfontein 300 dead and wounded

men were found, while there was not a single

man to the right or left. Why was it ? The

English congregated there with the idea of

hiding from the view of the enemy, and then

the bushes formed a splendid target for the

Boers, and they fired on them at random.

It is a fact, of which I am convinced from

experience, that a man always shoots in the

same direction. He fires first on a certain

spot because he thinks he has observed

something there, and afterwards because it

takes time to change. Therefore, once the

enemy fires persistently on any place, move
from it, either forwards or to right or left.

We did this, and always with good results.

I remember being alongside two guns which

we had between Jacobsdal and Koffee-

fontein : they were covering our right flank.

When we had fired we ran away quickly for

200 yards, and then came a hail of shots

Q2
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exactly over the guns, where there was no

one left. We repeated this numbers of times

with success. One must not forget what a

small target men offer at those great dis-

tances, unless they are massed together.

The English, to start with, manoeuvred

exactly as our troops do on the drill-ground,

firing with one rank kneeling, and the other

standing behind. The officer gave the

direction with his sword, and then ordered
' Fire !

'

They soon gave up this sort of

stage business. It is still adhered to on the

Continent. The kneeling position for shooting

proved a failure. The man shoots worse in

this position than in any other, and offers as a

target to the enemy all those parts of the

body which it is most desirable to protect.

A man must learn to lie down and to run if

he is to manoeuvre successfully. Avoid like

poison those
*

localities
'

on which artillery

fire is most effective. A shell striking the

ground does little damage, and, as a rule,

does not burst
;
but if it strikes a wall or a

tree it may kill a whole section, and the

history of war teaches us that fights rage
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most round '

localities,' churchyards and

farms. If I were a commander I should do

my best to entice the enemy into such places,

in order to destroy him for certain. An
ideal position is one where the fighting line is

in the open, and behind them is natural

cover in the form of rising ground here and

there, while to right and left is quite level

and open, preventing an advance of the

enemy under cover against the flanks. Such

a position is worth a whole army corps.

Magersfontein was like this, and Cronje
could have held it with 8,000 men against

60,000, had he not been manoeuvred out

of it. Artillery in the open is ridiculous.

The shells come buzzing round like bees

round a lime tree, but hit no one. Men soon

learn to despise the shell under these circum-

stances, and get accustomed to artillery fire,

which is a great point gained. I have seen

the Boers cooking their coffee under a

vigorous bombardment, and with the bullets

actually falling in the pot. When the shell

burst, doing no damage beyond scorching

hats and clothing, they laughed like children,
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All feeling of fear had disappeared, simply

because the English artillery fire had killed

so few. It is very sound to expose troops to

fire to begin with in such a way that they get

used to it without suffering loss. Dash is

almost a mistake
;
in the higher commanders

it is inexcusable. It is like making a move

at chess with the castle, which is then taken

by a pawn. In modern warfare the possible

losses must be weighed against the results

which can be obtained. We experienced an

example at Trautenau in 1866. A hill was

stormed there, and whole battalions sacri-

ficed. I have seen that hill, and I do not

think any one in possession of his senses

could give the reason for so many men

having been expended. Six guns would

have cleared this little hill in half an hour.

This action has, however, been so glorified,

that at the present time the monument to

Gablenz, the Field Marshal, adorns this

hill. He was one of our most capable

generals, and I do not believe that he

ordered anything so ridiculous, but more

probably that it was due to the carrying
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out of an order which was interpreted too

literally.

II.—Cavalry

To the cavalry will fall the most difficult

role in the wars of the future. It offers the

biggest target. I myself cannot properly

depict the usefulness of this arm yet. The

English cavalry produced but poor results in

South Africa, although, there more than

anywhere else, it had a raison ditre : it was

only when combined with mounted infantry

that it was to be feared. We are taught
that the cavalry undertakes the reconnoitring

duties, and prevents the enemy carrying out

similar work
;

that at the beginning of a

battle, when the opposing advanced guards
come in contact, there will be great cavalry

charges. It is said that so it has been, and

so it will be. I do not agree.

The wars of the future will not commence
in the same way as did the wars of the past.

In peace time nowadays we are strategically

at war. We know who we shall fight, and

we have everything ready. Every garrison
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commander even has his ordre de bataille.

At the outbreak of war one Power will be on

the offensive and one on the defensive. The

Power on the offensive will at once push
forward its cavalry, which it has waiting

ready at the frontier. The defensive Power,

if it be wise, will allow it to advance unhin-

dered, and will then surround it and intercept

it. That means the crushing of the invading

force. How could a cavalry division attempt

the sort of thing which was done by Count

Hadik one hundred years ago, by Manteuffel

in 1866, or by Rosenberg in 1870? It is

assumed that cavalry will be sent against the

invading cavalry, and that encounters will

take place. It may be
;
but suppose this

cavalry is ordered to work round, and if

behind it there is infantry, which, say, is

mounted, and that it will pour its fire into

the hostile attacking division ? And if this

division, being forced to retire, is again fired

on by a force which has meantime fallen on

its rear? The answer will be given that this

is impossible, as the cavalry division will be

adequately screened. I doubt it. The
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patrols must stop when face to face with the

hostile cavalry ; they can advance thus far,

but no farther.

It will soon be proved that the cavalry

of the invader produces but negative results,

and it will be realised that the present system
of reconnaissance is out of date, and that one

civilian who is sent off in good time on his

bicycle to gain information will effect more

than a cavalry division. To reconnoitre

successfully in war, a special corps, which is

thoroughly conversant with the language of

the hostile country, must be trained for the

work in peace time. The cavalry can then

work hand in hand, in small detachments,

with such men. The commander of a patrol,

if he takes a telegraph wire along with him,

which he lays as he goes, or a heliograph, or

an apparatus for wireless telegraphy, can do

good service
;
otherwise he cannot. Both

sides must do all they can to prevent recon-

naissance. Small detachments of infantry

must be spread along to shoot down patrols ;

to neglect to do this would be a great mis-

take.
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I have never seen this done at ma-

noeuvres. The real services of security can

only be efficiently carried out by marksmen,

mounted or not. The more of them that are

mounted the better. A country which can

afford the money to keep plenty of such

troops will possess an inestimable advantage.

A cavalry division is useless against half

a battalion, and if the latter has but the

nerve to let them advance to 200 yards the

division will be decimated.

The value of mounted infantry for recon-

noitring work is evident. A light division,

such as I have previously described, would

be of inestimable value at the beginning of a

battle. It would spread itself all over the

country, like a cloud of dust. All cavalry is

very sensitive to rifle fire, for the simple

reason that it is defenceless
;
therefore there

is no object in sacrificing, maintaining, giving

up roads and space to huge masses of cavalry

if small forces can achieve the same results.

Nowadays, cavalry is incapable of fulfilling

its task, and becomes rather an encum-

brance to the commander. This is a sad
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conclusion for a devoted cavalryman to come

to, but it is true, and cannot be avoided.

This, however, is by no means the death

sentence of this arm
;
on the contrary, I will

endeavour to show that it is destined for the

greatest duties. In the first place, the modern

cavalryman must get over his objection to

dismounted fire action. It is necessary that

certain old practices cease. Nowadays, the

greatest care is bestowed on the horse in

peace time. This animal is groomed with-

out ceasing, and when he is finally clean the

saddlery and kit are taken in hand. Lest

the man should do too little cleaning, the

saddlery and boots are greased twice a week

and then polished again, which means no

end of work. Benedek's celebrated order,

given the night before the battle of Konig-

gratz,
' Buttons must be cleaned,' will live

for all time. In days when the army served

to increase the brilliance of the Court, shiny

horses, polished bridles, boots and equipment
were in keeping ;

but nowadays ? I do not

mean that the soldier is to be dirty, but I

would reduce all this
*

spit and polish
'

as far
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as possible, so that only so much time may-

be occupied by it as is essential, and that it

be not looked on as the object of his training.

According to my views, there should be but

one idea animating every unit, and that is to

render itself as fit as possible for active

service. That horse is fittest which can best

stand the hardships of war
;

it must be able

to withstand adverse climates. In order to

do this, it must be in the open as much as

possible in peace time. Instead of always

being groomed in the stable, it must be

running about out of doors. It must be

accustomed to pass the night in the open,

and be systematically hardened in winter.

In that way a horse will be got fit to undergo
the hardships of a campaign. The man will

gain all the time he now spends in grooming
for useful training. The same thing applies

to saddlery and boots : saddlery should be

made of raw hide. The boots are the most

inappropriate covering for the feet it is

possible to conceive. With the high boots,

which never fit, walking is torture, and to

require a man to work on foot in them is



MILITARY REFLECTIONS 237

cruelty ;
and then they are hot in summer and

cold in winter. The cavalryman must be

provided with laced boots and putties. They
are both comfortable and practical. The

stable and cleaning duties must be reduced

to a minimum, and the cavalryman must be

given a training which will make him the

pick of the army.

The present system of equitation makes

a man into a riding-school horseman. It is

useless. The most important thing for him

is to get along over the country, and to do

that he must get out of the riding school into

the open. He must learn to ride over ob-

stacles, and that he cannot do and is not

taught. The cavalryman is brought up to

be an automaton and trained like a poodle,

which is a great mistake.

I do not by any means intend that smart-

ness is to suffer—on the contrary, it is im-

possible to be too smart, and nothing which

adds to it must be done away with
;
but

grooming and riding school in no way in-

crease smartness. Smartness is the means

to an end, but not the end itself. Alas for
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the force which deviates from the traditions

of exact execution of all orders—it would

become but a miserable militia
; and, as to

discipline, any laxness is fatal to an army.

Discipline must pervade all ranks, the regu-

lations be a religion, and the commander a

god. But, for peace and war, one does not

want automata. What Is required is to

awaken the intellect, strengthen it, lead it In

the right way, and recognise its existence.

The regulations must allow room for initia-

tive to the cavalryman above all, and

must place confidence In him, so that he may
feel he is the dlite of the army, and may
endeavour to live up to it.

Such a cavalry, in my opinion, will be

the deciding factor In future wars
;

but

officers and men must be mounted marks-

men, who ride as dashingly as they shoot

well. To obtain this, old traditions must be

rooted out, and those who are In authority

and belong to a time that has gone by must

accommodate themselves to the altered con-

ditions. There Is one more point I would

mention. Two big forces of cavalry can
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only come into contact where the nature of

the country permits it. It will not happen

very suddenly, for the advanced guard with

cavalry is considerably farther forward than

is the case with ordinary troops. Conse-

quently, the cavalry commander has time to

make his dispositions. In the regulations it

lays down the numbers to be deployed, the

numbers in reserve, and how many on the

flanks in a cavalry charge. My idea is that

the best method of carrying out a cavalry

attack would be for a portion of the reserve

to be employed in dismounted fire action,

and they would fire into the hostile cavalry

till the moment of impact. The magazine
carbine is a suitable weapon for this. I

would allow no cavalry manoeuvre to be

executed except in combination with fire

action. In order that it should succeed it

must be practised thoroughly, and not with

the traditional disinclination and contempt.

The cavalry is not a sporting parade service
;

but, when trained and led according to my
ideas, the most important and decisive arm

for modern warfare. I will take the oppor-
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tunity of mentioning what was to me very

wonderful with the Boers. When a man

brought the reins down over his horse's head

the horse stood there steady as a rock, no

matter what happened. A cavalry force

which is going to enter into fire combat dis-

mounted must train its horses to stand

quietly, and regard this as a most important

part of the training. In order to give effect

to such innovations, the inspectors must take

the matter up, and the regulations must be

altered. Cavalry officers must be continu-

ally practised in shooting, judging distance,

and telegraphy, without, however, neglecting

their riding.

One word as to pace. The Boers have

two paces, which are excellent for marching,

and which enable one to cover the ground
with the minimum of fatigue. The slower

is the walking amble. The horse trots with

his hind-quarters and walks quickly with his

forelegs, without, however, breaking into the

regular trot, which uses up so much energy.

The second pace is a gallop amble. The

horse trots with his hind-quarters and gallops
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with his fore. It is not half so tiring for a

horse as the regular trot or gallop. A Boer

never rides any other way, and he gets along

quickly without exertion either to himself or

his horse. The horses soon learn it, and

then they will never again use the natural

paces.

In modern war, cavalry has the hardest

task, and will suffer most losses, but it

can win great glory. There is one thing

which must be laid down as a law, and that

is that cavalry is not for charging, however

amusing and cavalry-like it may be accord-

ing to ruling ideas. The result of a

victorious charge is very questionable : no

one is seriously wounded, and the ground

gained is just so much as the hostile infantry

allows. The strong point of the cavalry will

be its ability to advance rapidly, but even

that will lead to nothing unless the men are

serviceable for fire combat. Reconnaissance

is only practicable when protected by a well-

aimed fire. It is necessary to drive back

small infantry detachments and patrols, and

that cannot be done with the sword or lance.
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To the great question as to whether the

sword or lance is preferable, I would answer

that the sword is useless, and the lance but

little better. Carbine and lance do not go
well together, and I would introduce the

bayonet. The cavalryman must carry his

carbine in his hand with bayonet fixed, with

the butt resting in a leather shoe, which is

made fast to the saddle and hangs with the

stirrup. When attacked mounted, one can

use the light carbine with bayonet excellently.

Of course, it is humiliating for the proud

cavalryman to have to ride thus. The

officer must keep his sword, as it is indis-

pensable for commanding. I would divide

the cavalry into two groups, as in old times—
heavily equipped for fighting, just as I have

depicted, and lightly equipped for com-

munication and orderly duties. The former

I would thoroughly train in fire combat, the

latter I would arm with swords and revolvers.

The latter would fulfil the duties of our

present cavalry, on small active horses, not

needing to carry heavy loads in war time, as

their feeding could be easily managed.
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This light cavalry must be recruited from

small intelligent men, and their training must

be principally in the art of riding and using

their intelligence. The orderlies are the

men who are most exposed to the enemy's

fire, and so they must be the bravest men.

I will now discuss the cavalryman's

equipment from my point of view. To be

practical it must be suited to what is required

of it. The modern tunic, which represents

the service coat, is the exact ideal of what a

coat should not be. The man wants pockets ;

the coat must be cool in summer and warm

in winter, and therefore easy to fasten and

undo. Our tunic has no pockets, is tight

and hot in summer, cold in winter, always

uncomfortable, and must never be worn open.

The most awful thing about it is the collar.

The origin of this uniform dates from the

beautiful parade coat of the time when the

army was as much an adornment as a power
of the Court.

With the transition to a national army a

compromise was made as regards uniform.

They adhered to the tradition without having
R 2
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or desiring the means to give them their

former brilHancy. The uniforms thus be-

came the ugly and unpractical soldiers' dress

we now have. It is only in practical Eng-

land, where in everything else the army is

organised similarly to ours before 1866, that

the uniforms have remained tasteful as

formerly, but there the soldier has a proper

service dress. The red coat and the fur

head-dress, which only serve to delight the

eyes of the people in peace time, remain at

home, and he takes into the field a practical

uniform suited to the climate. That must

become the universal principle. A parade

uniform and a service uniform—it would not

be very serious for the military budget, and

is practically indispensable. The service

uniform must be of the same colours as one

finds in nature. To fulfil the requirements

of modern tactics the target must be reduced

and rendered invisible to the enemy. The

present-day soldier must resemble the sports-

man, and dress like one, with the idea of

escaping the eye of the game. Brown and

green would be the best colours for the
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Continent. The man must, as in Frederic's

time, wear his coat open, and only button it

up when necessary. An open coat is always

more comfortable than a buttoned-up one,

fits better, and is more airy. The English

were dressed in a very rational manner, but

they overlooked this, and in South Africa

an open coat would have been much better.

Then, the waistcoat must serve as cartridge

pouch. The Boers had such waistcoats,

with three rows of pockets for cartridges.

This proved itself to be the best way of

carrying a large number of cartridges.

The cavalryman must have plenty of

ammunition— I should advocate 300 cart-

ridges, which he would have to carry him-

self and not stow away in kit-bags. If the

man have the carbine in his hand he can

easily carry this amount of ammunition with

him, partly in the waistcoat and partly in a

bandolier. The Boers carried 300 rounds in

this way.

Loose pantaloons and putties make up
the service uniform. The collar, to fulfil its

object, must be a neckcloth such as our
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grandfathers wore in the thirties. The

head-dress should be, at home, a fur cap,

which can be drawn over the ears. Then a

big loose cloak with folds, such as the Italian

dragoons have, so as to serve also as a

blanket. For peace one must adhere to

beautiful uniforms, as the prestige of the

troops and the self-confidence of the indi-

vidual are considerably increased thereby.

There is a great difference between the

appearance of Prussian Uhlans on the march

and a body of cavalry in khaki. As to the

horse, I think it is a mistake to fasten on the

corn behind. I would make it fast in front,

as high as possible, to hang right and left

of the pommel, and have the light wallets

behind. Every one who has had to do with

horses knows that a horse carries weight far

more easily forward.

III.—Artillery

The South African war has, in one way,

been especially interesting in that it has

given us a practical exhibition of every sort

of gun at work.
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I personally understand but little of

artillery, but there are certain things which

strike even a layman.

The effect of artillery has fallen below

that of infantry, as the infantry rifle now
carries farther than the gun of thirty years

ago. Still, however, it remains terrible when

directed on badly-led troops.

The artillery here always commenced the

fight, and always will do. Every battle

begins with the artilleries firing on one

another at excessive ranges without any
decided target. It reminds me of the mutual

abuse before the battle began in olden times.

If I were a general I should discontinue this

traditional manner of opening the fight, and

for the following reasons :
—In the first place,

I hit nothing. It is only the commander of

the guns who is convinced that he is inflict-

ing terrible damage. A gunner can never

miss. In the second place, I show to the

enemy my exact position and the stages of

my advance. Thirdly, I give the enemy the

opportunity of firing sooner than is necessary.

The artillery should only develop their
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whole Strength when the masses stand

opposed to one another and then against

artillery. Above everything, do not believe

too much in accurate shooting at long

ranges. Firing at ranges of over 4,500

yards is madness.

There has always been a tendency to

place the artillery on hills and mountains,

which is only justifiable when nothing can

be seen from the plain. The most effective

shooting is from below upwards, while from

above downwards is the most difficult, be-

cause the grazing effect is lost. In addition

to that, the position on high ground has the

disadvantage of offering a splendid target to

the enemy. Guns should always be en-

trenched when possible, and to this end the

personnel of the artillery should be thoroughly
well trained in this work in peace time.

The chief value of artillery is in the

covering of a retreat and in pursuit. If the

enemy retires, the artillery must be pushed
forward and pour in its fire. The effect will

soon be apparent. An army in flight,

crowding together, is excellent food for the
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shell, and a force which has undergone this

will be no more use for the rest of the war.

The pursuit, which used to be the special

task of the cavalry, is now the business of

the artillery, while the cavalry is sent with it

to act as escort.

In my humble opinion the artillery

should be differently organised. We have

only two kinds of batteries—horse and

heavy
—

leaving out mountain batteries.

The former are intended to accompany
the cavalry. Now I would give a certain

amount of light artillery to the corps artillery

regiments, so that they would have a

certain number of Q.F. guns and a certain

number of long-range batteries. The former

would consist of light guns of small calibre,

the latter of heavy guns, of big calibre and

long range.

The best type of light gun is the 5 cm.

Nordenfeldt-Maxim. It fires twenty-four shots

a minute : the tube is prevented becoming
hot by a water-jacket, and the whole gun is

light and very effective. In the African war

it has done wonders. With regard to heavy
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guns the French Creusots are satisfactory,

and carried further than any others used in

the South African war.

It goes without saying that every gun
must have fixed ammunition, and be pro-

vided with hydraulic brake to prevent recoil.

Such a gun is worth six of the old-

pattern guns, as I could fire as many shots

within a certain time with one of these

modern guns as with six fully-manned old

ones, without employing more than two men

to work it.

The greatest difficulty is the judging

distance, and so far no suitable apparatus

has been discovered by which the range can

be arrived at quickly and simply. When
such an apparatus is discovered, war will

cease. Till then war will remain always a

dangerous, but still a very fascinating occu-

pation.

I observed one thing worth noticing
—

namely, that not a single man was hit or

wounded by a shrapnel bullet. These bullets

seem to be quite harmless. The fragments
of the case, when it bursts, are the only
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things to be feared. With the English shell

the case, as a rule, remained whole, and

only the head was blown off. Shrapnel have

not proved themselves satisfactory so far,

and one should be chary of them.

Lyddite was a failure. I think it is too

rasant and not sufficiently brisant. Powder,

and that the black, is still best, as with it

you can observe the effect of the shell well.

There is one question still to be solved,

and that is whether a howitzer battery should

not be added to an artillery regiment. I am

entirely in favour of it. With howitzers it

is possible to search out cover, and to fire on

the horses, teams, and ammunition wagons.
That such a battery may obtain the best

results, it should be in telephonic or helio-

graphic communication with a balloon.

Artillery is the arm which has made least

progress in the general development of war-

like material which has taken place. It has

still a great deal to discover, to improve, and

to originate. I am not a gunner, and cannot

speak with any authority on the subject ;

still, I think that experts may derive some
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useful hints from what I have said. There

is one thing of which I am convinced, and

that is that too much artillery does more

harm than good, for it interferes with the

mobility of the force. With the increase of

length of the column from the additional

draught horses comes additions to the supply
columns and the train.

In 1870 the artillery was far superior to

the rifle. Now it is the rifle which decides

the day.

IV.—Infantry

I am not an infantry man, but I have

obtained my knowledge by being an eye-

witness of the war. It was evident to me
that the infantry is now the arm which wins

or loses the war. Everything depends on

its quality. The first necessity for the men
is to shoot well

;
the second, to shoot well

;

and the third, to shoot well. It is more

difficult than one thinks, but it is practicable.

Of course, it will not be arrived at by the

existing system of musketry training. I will

allow that an army such as I describe and
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would have, costs double what the army does

now, but I guarantee that it would effect five

times as much. One of the cardinal errors

is the idea that numbers will decide. A
flock of sheep runs before one bull-dog ;

a

numerically strong army will run before a

small but good force. Modern war requires

Quality
—not imaginary, but real. Marks-

manship must be cultivated by all possible

means, and with this goes the necessity

for judging distance correctly. Practically

nothing is done as to the finding of ranges.

Theoretically, every company has its range-

finder. What is one man among two hun-

dred, who may be spread out over a kilo-

metre ? And then the fact of his appointment

does not make him a capable range-finder.

The light, the formation of the ground, the

time of year, all have a great effect. In

winter, over snow, a distance appears quite

different from what it does in summer, when

everything is green ;
in the plains^ again,

absolutely different from what it does in the

hills.

The English hit nothing
—

absolutely
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nothing ;
and yet how they practise shooting

on the ranges, what an amount of ammunition

they expend every year, and what results

they can show on the target in peace time !

The target is a poor makeshift. The great

mistake about target practice is that, except

at field-firing, the man shoots standing or

kneeling. Target practice should be carried

out only in the lying position, and the targets

should be very low. The whole business

must be worked on a different system from

the present one. We have very few shoot-

ing-ranges, because they cost money ;
and the

targets are always at the same spot, so that

every one knows the distance exactly. Every

company ought to have its own range, and

every section shoot daily. The targets must

be frequently shifted, to practise the men in

judging distance. Then those men who

show aptitude must be selected, and put into

a special detachment— the sharpshooters.

These would then have to go through a very

thorough training. Those who have shown

no special tdent would undergo a simpler

course of instruction, at short ranges, with
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more patience and less trouble. There are

some men who never learn to shoot, in

whom eye and frequently nerve are wanting,

and they become encumbrances. The mere

presence of a man on the battlefield frightens

no one, the more so as one sees little or

nothing of one's enemy. Masses of troops

of bad quality are a disadvantage
—

they

make the target bigger for the enemy and

increase the accuracy of his shooting.

In my opinion the
* Nation in Arms '

is a

suicidal institution, unless one sifts out the

bad element, which takes up as much space

and requires as much feeding as the good.

The principle of the * Nation in Arms '

is

all right, but at the same time I would

have a professional army of first quality :

shorten the time of training of the conscript,

but have an army which really is an army.

The State that has the pluck to do this will

be victorious in future wars : 500,000 men,

picked troops, marksmen and soldiers, would

conquer the world. I do not for a moment

imagine that I have discovered this fact, for

the Persians, Greeks, and Romans, at a time
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when the armament was not so very different,

have proved my theory. But this fact was

never so true as now. The infantryman
must be a sportsman, and must be able to

conceal himself and to shoot like one. The

possession of an army which fulfilled modern

requirements would be of the greatest import-

ance. One could at the same time, with a

year of service, create a militia which could

always do good service in case of necessity

as reserves, and reinforcements, and could be

employed on the line of communication, for

the occupation of fortified posts, and guard
work.

The next war will prove that these huge
armies are a mistake. Whole army corps

will starve, others be shot down. Imagine
the retreat of an army of millions. The men
will be driven together like sheep, and then,

having no food, will die of hunger. A part

must go back, and that will be impossible.

And if this army surrenders, what is the

enemy to do with hundreds of thousands of

prisoners ? He has not supplies enough
for his own men.
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One can easily imagine it
;

it is really a

problem which cannot be solved. I saw at

Jacobsdal an army of 50,000 English, which

had advanced thirty miles, and had barely

what was necessary for the feeding of the

men. Now picture that, with the complicated

apparatus of an army corps, one single officer

of the general staff makes a mistake, and at

once you have a big force with no food.

Suppose the case that, owing to unex-

pected circumstances, two army corps have

the same objective, and all at once 80,000

men come together somewhere, instead of

40,000—what then ? And if by chance in

the midst of this confusion they are attacked ?

If, in addition to that, all the roads are

occupied by the train, which has marched so

closed up that it cannot turn about—its

horses tired, having marched all day ;
and

then shell burst among them, troops fleeing

from all sides, and the artillery tearing past

at the gallop
—and picture this with a con-

script army.

All this can be caused by a trifling mis-

understanding, a slip of the pen made by a
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tired, overworked *

general staff
'

officer.

Such a man, harassed with work, has to ride

and think the whole day, and when he returns

home has to make dispositions which take

hours of fatiguing work. If errors creep in,

is it to be wondered at ? The modern army
must be light as a feather, always mobile,

and especially capable of retreating. A
conscript army can only advance : it can take

up room, consume provisions, fill up railways,

but it can never be mobile.

What is the use of a battalion 1,000

strong who can none of them hit anything,

who will miss a house at 200 yards, but who,

when fired on by artillery, will suffer a loss

of thirty per cent. ? The same bit of country

occupied by fifty marksmen, extended, who

make ten per cent, of bull's-eyes, would

achieve very different results. I am ready

to prove it at any time. Give me fifty

Boers, and I will bet that 1,000 men will

not dislodge them.

It ought to be a warning to the leading

Continental authorities to carry on their

preparations differently from the way they
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are doing
— to strive after quality rather than

quantity. The calling of a soldier is serious

and difficult—not less so than that of a tailor

or shoemaker. The fact that a man has learnt

tailoring for three years would not enable

him to make a good suit if he has been away
for ten years at some other business.

Europe must give up the system of

general conscription, both for military and

social reasons. It is better to have one

million expensive soldiers who are worth

something, than three million cheap ones

who are worth nothing. The stopping of

work, the prevention of emigration, the

taking away of a man from his calling, just

at the most important age, is so great a loss

in value and production to a nation that it

should be easy to exchange it all for an

expensive and good army. Look back at

earlier times, when there was a standing

army, and not an armed mob. No State is

in the position to bear the necessary cost of

making the conscript army really fit for ser-

vice, and useful
;

it is, therefore, better to

attempt what is attainable. Professional

s 2
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troops are indispensable, whether one adheres

to the present system or not.

Curious as it may seem, it is for the

infantry that the question is of most import-

ance. The infantry man must be able to do

two things perfectly
—to shoot and march,

both of which require continual practice. The

infantry man must, therefore, stay with the

colours as long as possible. The best shots

must be mounted and taught to ride. The
uniform must be altered in the same manner

as I have already described for the cavalry,

only, in addition, the knees and elbows must

be double thickness or of leather, other-

wise a man who is always crawling on his

hands and knees would be in rags at the end

of a fortnight. Knickerbockers and putties

are more practical for the infantry also. In

wet weather the man can change his putties,

while he is obliged to keep on his wet

trousers. Every man should have a spade,

which can at the same time be used as a

bayonet. A spade, made pointed, would

replace the bayonet as a weapon on the few

occasions it might be used. The English
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had bad spades, with short handles and

broad fiat blades.

One thing is indispensable
—a man must

have a blanket for the night. Every com-

pany requires a wagon to follow on with

these blankets. If an army gives its blood

for its country, it is the country's duty to

provide it with absolute necessities, and to

make sacrifices to do so. The cost would be

less if the bed blankets used in peace were

made fit for service conditions.

The Mauser 1895 is by far the best of the

modern rifles. It has at the same time the

smallest calibre. The question as to big and

small calibre is not yet solved. Each has

its for and against. The small calibre has

the advantage that the man can carry a

large number of cartridges with him, but, on

the other hand, the wounds it gives are

slight. It would be wise in case of victory

to make all the wounded prisoners, otherwise,

in the course of a month, the greater number

of them are gaily fighting again. The only

alternative is a Convention by which every

army will be bound to dismiss a man once he
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Is wounded. At the battle of Magersfon-
tein all the officers of the Black Watch

Regiment were wounded. That was on

December 1 1
;
on February 7 they were

fighting again at Koedoesberg. Healing is

very rapid. This is a question which the

military governments will have to consider.

The Mannlicher rifle is too big for a small

calibre rifle and too small for a big

calibre, and possesses the disadvantages of

both.

As regards train, there is no doubt that

in Europe mechanical transport with steam-

engines would be a success. They could be

let out in peace time to contractors who
have to provide freight. The English have

achieved good results with it where it was

feasible. With us at home, with roads

everywhere, it would certainly be successful.

V.—Preparations for War

Every State knows, as a rule long before-

hand, with what Power it is likely first to

come to war. Preparations in peace time
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are generally directed against a certain

enemy. The most important matter is to

prepare carefully for such war. We in

Europe have on the Continent two likely

possibilities of war—France-Germany and

Austria- Russia. The plans have long since

been worked out on both sides, and every-

thing which can be done in peace time

seems to have been done. Now, however,

there are many things which have been

taught by the South African war which have

not been accepted or recognised by modern

strategists. The lessons for the war of the

future must be taken to heart, that modern

arms have rendered it much easier to act on

the defensive, and very much more difficult to

assume the offensive. The gigantic armies

will require tremendous fronts, both in regard

to the strategical concentration and their

maintenance. Let us take an instance. For

example : suppose a war broke out between

Austria and Russia
;

then Austria would

have to choose between a concentration in

front of or behind the Carpathians. The
former would soon prove impracticable, as
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it would be broken in on everywhere by
the enemy. The concentration would ex-

pose its broadside to the enemy, and could

never be carried out. In order that it

may go on undisturbed, it is necessary that

the railways should be protected. In this

case the Carpathian Mountains must be

fortified, all valleys being blocked with im-

pregnable works, so that one army corps

could easily hold the several hundreds of

kilometres. The concentration must then

be carried out in Moravia, Bohemia, and

Silesia. In order that this may proceed

without danger, big connected fortifications

must be built, with depots in them, Cracow

being used as a supporting point for the

right flank to the north, taking advantage of

the dip. In peace time all necessary pro-

visions would be collected here under protec-

tion of the works, in order to leave the rail-

ways free for the immense amount of other

work they would have to do. These service-

able defensive works would completely cover

the line of retreat, and a turning movement

could hardly succeed, as, via Saxony, Russia



MILITARY REFLECTIONS ^65

would expose her flank too dangerously.

Invasion has first to be prevented, and then,

in the event of a defeat, a fresh point of

support and second line of defence prepared.

In the case of an advance the communication

services are thus rendered easier and

shorter.

The defensive position must be tho-

roughly prepared in peace time. Every-

thing must be laid down, all distances

measured, and maps prepared showing every

range exactly. Thus the position would be

Impregnable, for the artillery would then

pick off sparrows at 4,500 yards. Then the

whole frontier is secure and the army Is free

to assume the offensive.

The offensive is the great problem of the

future. Woe to him who hastens on from

principle ! I may refer to the game of chess :

only too often is a castle taken by a pawn.
The offensive correctly carried out, however,

is decisive. Mobility will be the main point.

The turning movement will be huge
—200 or

300 kilometres will be nothing. The General

must always take Into account the possibility
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that he may be forced to retreat, and provide
that he does not then lose everything.
Whole regiments will be lost by badly

organised retreats. The retreat must be

made safe. It follows, therefore, how cautious

one must be in advancing, and how im-

portant it is to advance straight forward with

your lines secure. The line in rear must

always be fortified and converted into dep6ts,

otherwise it will happen that whole army

corps will starve. And at every fortification

the first business must be the measuring and

marking of ranges. The Boers did that. At

every 200 yards they painted ant-hills white

on the side towards them. This done, the

artillery can hold any position, for their

accuracy is ensured.

In fortification the main point is so to lay

it out that it is covered by the lie of the

ground, and hidden even from the telescopic

eye of the enemy ;
and this can generally be

done.

In the case of war between Russia and

Austria the offensive must be taken via

Posen to the North, in order to endanger
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the line of retreat of the Russian invading

army.
The source of information, which plays

so great a role, should be handed over as

much as possible to civilians. If they can

lay a fine wire behind them in good time,

one would often be connected by telegraph

without the enemy observing it. The per-

sonnel must be got hold of in peace, and paid

and trained.

The value of such information is ines-

timable. The Boers employ Kaffirs for

this work. Of course, the news which

they brought had to be accepted with

caution.

One can agree on other signals with

these spies
—the firing off of rockets, the

colours of which have a certain meaning.

Suppose, for example, the theatre of war

was in Poland : it would be of great value to

have a man in Warsaw who could send

news by telegraph concerning the movements

of troops by means of some cypher, which

did not attract attention, via Odessa and

Constantinople. We received our best infor-
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mation via Cape Town, Beira, and Lorenzo

Marques.
War has become more of a science now

that at any previous time.

Geniuses quick to learn and ready to

discard false traditions will be successful.

God grant that our country may possess

such a one !
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jOF E.N'GLAND since the Accession of'

Geoige ni. 1760-1870. By Sir Thomas
!

Ekskine May, K.C.B. (Lord Earn-
1

borough). 3 vols. Crown 8vo., 185.

Merivale (Charles, D.D.). i

History of the Romans under the
|

Empire. 8 vols. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. i

each.
i

The Fall op the Roman Republic:
a Short History of the Last Century
of the Commonwealth. i2mo.

, js. 6d.
General History of Rome, from the
Foundation of the City to the Fall of

Augustulus, B.C. 753- A. D. 476. With
S Maps. Crown Svo.

, js. 6d.

continued.

Montague.—The Elements of Eng-
lish Constitutional History. Bv
F. C. Montague, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6d.

Phillips. — South African Recol-
lections. By Florence Phillips
(Mrs. Lionel Phillips). With 37 Illus-

trations from Photographs. 8vo^ , 7s. 6d.

Powell and Trevelyan.— The
Peasants' Rising and the Lol-
lards : a Collection of Unpublished
Documents, forming an Appendix to
'

England in the Age of Wycliffe '.

Edited by Edgar Powell and G. M.
Trevelyan. 8vo,. 6^. net.

Ransome.—The Rise of Constitu-
tional Government in England.
By Cyril Ransome, M.A. Crown
8vo., 6s.

Seebohm.—The English Village
Community Examined in its Relations
to the Manorial and Tribal Systems,
&c. By Frederic Seebohm, LL.D.
F.S.A. With 13 Maps and Plates.

8vo., i6j.

Sharpe.—London and the Kingdom:
a History derived mainly from the
Archives at Guildhall in the custody of
the Corporation of the City of London.
By Reginald R. Sharps, D.C.L., Re-
cords Clerk in the Office of the Town
Clerk of the City of London. 3 vols.

Svo.
,
\os. 6d. each.

Shaw.—A History of the English
Church during the Civil Wars
and under the Commonwealth,
1640-1660. By William A. Shaw,
Litt. D. 2 vols, Svo. , 36^.

Smith.—Carthage and the Cartha-
ginians. By R. Bosworth Smith,
M.A., With Maps, Plans, &c. Cr.
Svo.

, 3^. 6d.

Statham. — The History of the
Castle, Town and Port of Dover.
By the Rev. S. P. H. Statham. With
4 Plates and 13 lllus. Cr. Svo., 10s. 6d.

Stephens.—A Historyofthe French
Revolution. By H. Morse Stephens.
Svo. Vols. 1. and H., \Ss. each.

Stubbs.—Historyofthe University
OF Dublin, from its Foundation to the
End of the Eighteenth Century. By J.
W. Stubbs. Svo., i2j. 6d.
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History, Politics, Polity, Political Memoirs, &c.—continued.

Walpole.—History of England
FKOM THE Conclusion of the
Grkat War in 1815 to 1858, By
Sir Spkncer Walpole, K.C. B. 6 vols.

Crown Bvo. , 6s. each.

Sutherland.—The History of
Australia and New Zealand, from

1606-1890. By Alexander Suther-
land, M.A., and GicoRGE Suther-
land, M.A. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Taylor.—A Student's Manual of
THE History of India. By Colonel
Meadows Taylor, C.S.I., &c. Cr,

8vo.
, 7.?. 6d.

Todd.—Parliamentary Government
INTHE British Colonies. ByALPHEUS
Todd, LL.D. 8vo., y>s. net.

Trevelyan.—The American Revolu-
tion. Part I. 1766-1776. By the RL
Hon. Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart.

8vo., 16s.

Trevelyan.—England in the Age of
Wyclipfe. By George Macaulay
Trevelyan. 8vo. , 15^.

Wakeman and Hassall.—EssAYs
Introductory to the Study of
English Constitutional History.
Edited by Henry Offley Wakeman,
M.A., and Arthur Hassall, M.A.
Crown 8vo., 6s.

Wood-Martin.—Pagan Ireland : an

Archfeological Sketch. A Handbook of

Irish Pre-Christian Antiquities. By W.
G. Wooj5-MARTl>f, M.R.I.A. With 512
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 15^.

I

Wylie (James Hamilton, M.A.).

History of England under Henry
IV. 4 vols. Crown Bvo. Vol. I.,

1399-1404, Tos. 6d. Vol. II., 1405-
1406, 15J. {put of print). Vol. III.,

1407-1411, 15J. Vol. IV., 1411-1413,
2 1 J.

The Council of Constance to the
Death of John Hus : being the
Ford Lectures delivered in the Uni-

versity of Oxford in Lent Term,
1900. Crown 8vo. , ts. net.

Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c.
Armstrong.~THE Life and Letfers
OF Edmund J. Armstrong. Edited

by G. F. Savage Armstrong. Fop.
8vo., 75. dd.

Bacon.—The Letters and Lipe of
Francis Bacon, including all his
Occasional Works. Edited by James
Spedding. 7 vols. Sto. , £*, \s.

Bagehot. — Biographical Studies.

ByWalter Bagkhot. Cr. 8vo. , 3^. 6d.

Carlyle.—Thomas Carlyle : a History
ofhis Life. ByJamesAnthony Froude.
1795-1835. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 7J.

1834-1881. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 75.

Cellini.—Chisel, Pen and Poignard;
or, Benvenuto Cellini, his Times and
his Contemporaries. By the Author of

'The Life of Sir Keneini Digby,'
' The

Life of a Prig,' etc. With 19 Illustra-

tions. Crown Bvo. , 5J.

Crozier.~MY Inner Life : being a

Chapter in Personal Evolution and Auto-

biography. ByJohn Beattie Crozier,
Author of 'Civilization and Progress,'
etc. 8vo., I4J-.

Dante.—The Life and Works of
Dante Allighieri : being an Intro-

duction to the Study of the ' Divina
Commedia'. By the Rev. J. F. Hogan,
D.D., Professor, St. Patiick's College,

Maynooth, With Portrait. 8vo. , i2.y. 6^.

Danton.—Life of Danton. By A.
H. Beesly. With Portraits of Danton,
his Mother, and an Illustration of the
Home of his Family at Arcis. Crown
Bvo., 6.f.

Duncan.—Admiral Duncan. By the
Earl of Camperdown. With 3 Por-
traits, 8vo., i6j.

Erasmus.— Life and Letters of
Erasmus, By James Anthony
Froude. Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d.

Faraday. — Faraday as a Dis-
coverer. By John Tyndall. Cr.
Bvo.

, 3J. 6d.

FOREIGN COURTS and FOREIGN
HOMES. ByA. M. F. Crown Bvo.

,
6j.

Fox.—TheEarly History of Charles
James Fox. By the Right Hon. Sir G,
O. Trevelyan, Bart.

Library Edition. 8vo. , \^s.

Cheap Editiofi. Crown Bvo. , y. 6d.

Halifax.—The Life and Letters of
Sir George Savile, Baronet, First
Marquis of Halifax. By H. C.
Foxcroft. 2 vols. 8vo. , 36J.

Hamilton.—Life of Sir William
Hamilton. By R. P. Graves. 8vo.,

3 vols. 155. each. Addendum. 8vo.,6</.
sewed.
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Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c.—continued.

Havelock.—Memoirs of Sir Henry
|

Havelock, K.C.B. By John Clark
Makshman. Crown 8vo., 3^. dd.

Haweis.—My Musical Life. By the

Rev. H. R. Haweis. With Portrait of

Richard Wagner and 3 Illustrations,

Crown 8vo.
,
6j. net,

Hiley.—Memories of Half a Cen-
tury. By the Rev, W. R, Hiley,
D.D,, Vicar of Wighill, Tadcaster.
With Portrait. 8vo., \y.

Jackson.—Stonewall Jackson and
THE American Civil War. By
Lieut. -Col. G. F. R. Henderson.
With 2 Portraits and 33 Maps and
Plans, 2 vols. 8vo., 42^.

Leslie.—The Life and Campaigns of
Alexander Leslie, First Earl of
Leven, By Charles Sanford Terry,
M, A, With Maps and Plans. 8vo.

,
\6s.

Luther.— Life of Luther. By
Julius Kostlin. With 62 Illustrations

and 4 Facsimiles of MSS, Crown 8vo.,

Macaulay.—The Life and Letters
of Lord Macaulay, By the Right
Hon. Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart.,

Popular Edit, i vol. Cr. 8vo. ,
is. 6d.

Student's Edition, i vol. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Cabinet Edition. 2vols. Post8vo.,i2j.
'

Edinburgh
'

Edition. 2 vols. 8vo.
,

6s. each.

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo.
, 36^.

Marbot.—The Memoirs ofthe Baron
de Marbot. Translated from the

French. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , -js.

Max Miiller.—AuLD Lang Syne. By
the Right Hon. F. Max MDller.
First Series, With Portrait. Zvo.,\os.6d.
Contents.—Musical Recollections—Liter-

ary Recollections—Recollections of Royalties

—Beggars.
Second Series. My Indian Friends,

8vo. ,
\os. 6d.

Morris.—The Life of William
Morris. By J, W. Mackail, With
6 Portraits and 16 Illustrations by E. H.
New, 2 vols. 8vo,

, 32^.

Palgrave.— Francis Turner Pal-
grave : his Journals, and Memories of

his Life, By Gwenllian F. Pal-
grave. With Portrait and Illustra-

tion. 8vo., \os. 6d.

Pearson.—Charles Henry Pearson,
Fellow of Oriel, and Education
Minister in Victoria; Author of
' National Life and Character '. Memo-
rials by Himself, his Wife, and his

Friends. Edited by W. Stkbbing.
With Portrait, 8vo.

, 14J.

Place,—The Life of P^rancis Place,
1771-1854. By Graham Wallas,
M.A. With 2 Portraits. 8vo.

,
X2.s.

RAMAJiTRlSBNA : His Life and
Sayings. By the Right Hon. F. Max
MlJLLER, Crown 8vo., ^s.

Reeve—Memoirs of the Life and
Correspondence of Henry Reeve,
C.B., late Editor of the 'Edinburgh
Review,' and Registrar of the Privy
Council. By John Knox Laughton,
M.A , With 2 Portraits. 2 vols. 8vo. , 28^.

Romanes.—The Life and Letters
of George John Romanes, M.A.,
LL.D., F.R.S. Written and Edited

by his Wife. With Portrait and 2

Illustrations, Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Seebohm.—The Oxford Reformers
—John Colet, Erasmus and Thomas
More : a History of their Fellow-W ork.

By Frederic Seebohm. 8vo.
, 14.^.

Shakespeare.—Outlines of the
Life of Shakespeare. By J. O.
Halliwell-Phillipps. With Illustra-

tions and Facsimiles. 2 vols. Royal 8vo.,
21^.

Shakespeare's True Life. By J as.

Walter. With 500 Illustrations by
Gerald E. Moira. Imp. 8vo., 21s. net.

Stanley (Lady).
The Girlhood of Maria Josepha
HOLROYD (Lady Stanley of Alderly).
Recorded in Letters of a Hundred
Years Ago, from 1776-1796. Edited

by J. H. Adeane. With 6 Portraits,

8vo., iSs.

The Early Married Life of Maria
Josepha, Lady Stanley, from
1796. Edited by J, H. Adeane.
With 10 Portraits and 3 Illustrations,

Bvo., i8s.
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Biography, Personal Memoirs, &c.—continued.

Turgot.—The Life and Writings
j

Verney.- Mlmoirs of the Verney
OF Turcot, Comptroller-General of. Family—continued.

France, 1774-1776. Edited for English
Readers by W. Walker Stephens.
With Portrait. 8vo., js. 6d.

Verney.—Memoirs of the Verney
P'amily. Compiled from the Letters

and Illustrated by the Portraits at Clay-
den House.

Vols. L and IL During the Civil
War. By Frances Parthenope
Verney. With 38 Portraits, etc.

Royal Bvo., 42^.

Vol. in. During the Common-
wealth. 1650- 1660. By Margaret
M. Verney.' With 10 Portraits, &c.

Royal Bvo., 21J.

Vol. IV. From the Restoration to
THE Revolution. 1660 to 1696.

By Margaret M. Verney. With
II Portraits, etc. Royal Bvo., 21^.

Wellington.—Life of the Duke of
Wellington. By the Rev. G. R.

Gleig, M.A. Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &c.

Arnold.—Seas and Lands. By Sir
j
Brassey (The late Lady).

I:dvvin Arnold. With 71 Illustrations,

i^'rown Bvo., y- 6d.
\

Baker (Sirs. W.). j

Eight Years in Ceylon. With 6
illustrations. Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

The Rifle and the Hound in Cey-
lon. With 6 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo. ,

3^. 6d.

Ball (John).
The Alpine Guide. Reconstructed
and Revised on behalf of the Alpine
Club, by W. A. B. Coolidge.
Vol. I.' The Western Alps; The

Alpine Region, South of the Rhone
Valley, from the Col de Tenda to the

Simplon Pass. With 9 New and
Revised Maps. Crown Bvo., 12s. net.

Hints and Notes, E^ractical and
Scientific, for Travellers in
THE Ali'S : being a Revision of the
General Introduction to the '

Alpine
Guide'. Crown Bvo., y. net.

Bent.—The Ruined Cities of Mash-
onaland : being a Record of Excava-
tion and Exploration in 1891. By J.

Theodore Bent. With 117 Illustra-

tions. Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

Bicknell.—Travel and Adventure
in Northern Queensland. By
Arthur C. Bicknell. With 24 Plates
and 22 Illustrations in the Text. Bvo.,

ly.

Brassey. -Voyages and Travels of
Lord Brassey, K.C.B., D.C.L., 1B62-

1894. Arranged and Edited by Captain
S. Eardley-Wilmot. 2 vols. Cr,

Bvo., loj.

A Voyage in the 'Sunbeam'; Our
Home on the Ocean for Eleven
Months.
Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ^s. 6d.

^Silver Library' Edition. With 66
Illustrations. Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

Popular Edition. With 60 Illustra-

tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth.

School Edition. With 37 Illustrations.

Fcp., 2i'.cloth, or 3^-.white parchment.
Sunshine and Storm in the East,

Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and
1 14 Illustrations. Crown Bvo. ,71. 6d.

Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra-

tions, 4to. , 6d. sewed, 15, cloth.

In the Trades, the Tropics, and
the ' RoAiHNG Forties '.

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220
Illustrations. Crown Bvo. , js. 6d.

BroAvning.—A Girl's Wanderings
in Hungary. By H. Ellen Brown-
ing. With Map and 20 Illustrations.

Crown Bvo.
, y. 6d.

Froude (James A.).

Oceana : or England and her Colonies.
With 9 Illustrations, Crown Bvo,,

Ss. 6d.

The English in the West Indies :

or, the Bow of Ulysses. With 9 Illus-

trations. Cr. Bvo.
,
2S. bds. , 2s. 6d. cl,

How^itt.—Visits to Remarkable
Places, Old Halls, Battle-Fields.
Scenes illustrative of Striking Passages
in English History and Poetry. By
William How^itt. With 80 Illustra-

tions. Crown Bvo., 3^. 6d.



8 LONGMANS AND CO:S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS.

Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &c.—continued.

Knight (E. F.). I Wansen.— The First Crossing of
The Cruise of the ' Alerte '

: the

Narrative of a Search for Treasure on
the Desert Island of Trinidad. With
2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. Crown
8vo.

, 35. 6d.

Where Three Empires Meet : a Nar-
rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir,
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak,
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries.

With a Map and 54 Illustrations.

Cr. Bvo. , 3i-. dd.

The ' Falcon ' on the Baltic : a

Voyage from London to Copenhagen
in a Three-Tonner. With 10 Full-

page Illustrations. Cr. Bvo., 3J. 6^.

Lees.— Peaks and Pines : another

Norway Book. By J. A. Lees. With 63
Illustrations and Photographs by the

Author. Crown 8vo.
, ds.

liees and Clutterbuck.—B, C. 1887 :

A Ramble in British Columbia. By
J. A. Lees and W. J. Clutterbuck.
With Map and 75 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo.,

3,r. 6a'.

Macdonald. — The Gold Coast :

Past and Present. By George
Macdonald, Director of Education
and H.M. Inspector of Schools for the

Gold Coast Colony and the Protectorate.

With 32 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , js. 6d.

Greenland. By Fridtjof Nansen.
With 143 Illustrations and a Map. Cr.
8vo. , y. 6d.

Smith.—Climbing in ihe British
Isles. By W. P. Haskett Smith.
With Illustrations by Ellis Carr, and
Numerous Plans.

Parti. England. i6mo., 3J. 6d.

Part II. Wales and Ireland.
i6mo. , 3J. 6d.

Stephen. — The Playground of
Europe (The Alps). By Leslie
Stephen. With 4 Illustrations. Crown
Bvo.

, 3J. 6d.

THREE IN NORWAY. By Two of

Them. With a Map and 59 Illustra-

tions. Cr. Bvo. , 25. boards, 2j. 6d. cloth.

Tyndall (John).
The Glaciers of the Alps : being a

Narrative of Excursions and Ascents.
An Account of the Origin and Pheno-
mena of Glaciers, and an Exposition
of the Physical Principles to which

they are related. With 61 Illustra-

tions. Crown Bvo. , 6s. 6d. net.

Hours of Exercise in the Alps.
With 7 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo. ,6s. 6d. net.

Vivian.—Servia : the Poor Man's
Paradise. By Herbert Vivian, M.A.,
Officer of the Royal Order of Takovo.
With Map and Portrait of King Alex-
ander. Bvo. , 15J.

Veterinary Medicine, &c
steel (John Henry, F.R.C.V.S.,

F.Z.S., A.V.D.).

A Treatise on the Diseases of the
Dog : being a Manual of Canine Pa-

thology. Especially adapted for the

use of Veterinary Practitioners and
Students. With 88 Illus. 8vo., ros. 6d.

A Treatise on the Diseases of
THE Ox : being a Manual of Bovine

Pathology. Especially adapted for

the use of Veterinary Practitioners

and Students. With 2 Plates and 117
Woodcuts. 8vo.

, i^s.
I

A Treatise on the Diseases of the
Sheep : being a Manual of Ovine

Pathology for the use of Veterinary j

Practitioners and Students. With :

Coloured Plate and 99 Woodcuts.
Bvo., 12.T.

Outlines of Equine Anatomy: a
Manual for the use of Veterinary
Students in the Dissecting Room.
Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d.

Fitzwygram.-HoRSES and Stables.
By Major-General Sir F. Fitzwygram,
Bart. With 56 pages of Illustrations.

Bvo., zs. 6d, net.

Schreiner. — The Angora Goat
(published under the auspices of the
South African Angora Goat Breeders'

Association), and a Paper on the Ostrich

(reprinted from the Zoologist for

March, 1B97). With 26 Illustrations.

By S. C. Cronwright Schreiner.
Bvo., loj. 6d.

*

Stonehenge.*—The Dog in Health
and Disease. By

' Stonehenge '.

With 78 Wood Engravings. Bvo.
, "js. 6d.

Youatt (William).
The Horse. Revised and enlarged. By
W. Watson, M.R.C.V.S. With 52
Wood Engravings. Bvo., 75. 6d.

The Dog. Revised and enlarged. With
33 Wood Engravings. Bvo. , 6j.
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Sport and Pastime.

THE BADMINTON LIBRARY.
Edited by HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., and

A. E. T. WATSON.
Crown 8vo., Price lOJ. 6d. each Volume, Cloth.

The price can

Complete in 29 Volumes,

The Volumes are also issued half-bound in Leather, with gilt top
be had from all Booksellers.

ARCHERY. By C. J. Longman an d
Col, H. Walrond. With Contribu-
tions by Miss Legh, Viscount Dillon,
&c. With 2 Maps, 23 Plates, and 172
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo. ,

|

io.f. bd.
I

ATHLETICS. By Montague Shear-
man. With Chapters on Athletics at

.School by W. Beacher Thomas ;
Ath-

letic Sports in America by C. H. Sher-
rill

;
a Contribution on Paper-chasing

by W. Rye, and an Introduction by Sir

Richard Webster, Q.C, M.P. With
12 Plates and 37 Illustrations in the Text.
Crown 8vo. , loj. 6d.

BIG GAME SHOOTING. By Clive
Phillipps-Vvolley.
Vol. I. Africa and America. With

Contributions by Sir Samuel W.
Baker, W. C. Oswell, F. C.

Selous, &c. With 20 Plates and

57 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo, , xos. 6d.

Vol. II. Europe, Asia, and the
Arctic Regions. With Contributions

by Lieut.-Colonel R. Heber Percy,
Major Algernon C. Heber Percy,
&c. With 17 Plates and 56 Illus-

trations in the Text. Crown 8vo.
,

10s. 6d.

BILLIARDS. By Major W. Bkoadfoot,
R.E. With Contributions by A. H.

j

BoYD, Sydenham Dixon, W. J. i

Ford, &c. With 11 Plates, 19 Illus-

trations in the Text, and numerous
|

Diagrams. Crown Bvo. , los. 6d. i

COURSING AND FALCONRY. By'
Harding Cox, Charles Richard-
son, and the Hon. Gerald Lascelles.
Witli 20 Plates and 55 Illustrations in

the Text. Crown 8vo. ,
los. 6d.

CRICKET. By A. G. Steel, and the

Hon. R. H. Lyttelton. With Con-
tributions by Andrew Lang, W. G.

Grace, F. Gale, &c. With 13 Plates

.and 52 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo.

, 10s. 6d.

CYCLING. By the Earl of Albe-
marle, and G. Lacy Hillier. With
19 Plates and 44 Illustrations in the

lext. Crown 8vo. , loj. 6d.

DANCING. By Mrs. Lilly Grove,
F.R.G.S. With Contributions by Miss

Middleton, The Hon. Mrs. Army-
tage, &c. With Musical Examples,
and 38 Full-page Plates and 93 Illus-

trations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., lOi'. 6d.

DRIVING. By His Grace the late DuKE
OF Beaufort, K.G. With Contribu-
tions by A. E. T. Watson, the Earl of
Onslow, &c. With 12 Plates and 54
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo. ,

10s. 6d.

FENCING, BOXING, AND WREST-
LING. By Walter H. Pollock,
F. C. Grove, C. Prevost, E. B.

Mitchell, and Walter Armstrong.
With 18 Plates and 24 Illustrations in

the Text. Crown 8vo. , ioj. 6d.

FISHING. By H. Cholmondeley-Pen-
nell.
Vol. I. Salmon and Trout. With

Contributions by H. R. Francis,
Major John P. Traherne, &c.
With 9 Plates and numerous Illustra-

tions of Tackle, &c. Crown 8vo.,
10J. 6d.

Vol. II. Pike and other Coarse
Fish. With Contributions by the

Marquis of Exeter, William
Senior, G. Christopher Davis,
6rc. With 7 Plates and numerous
Illustrations of Tackle, &c. Crown
8vo. , lor. 6d.

FOOTBALL. By Montague Shear-
man, W. J. Oakley, G. O. Smh ii,

Frank Mitchell, &c. With 19 Plates
and 35 Illustrations in the Text. Cr.

8vo., los. 6d.

GOLF. By Horace G. Hutchinson.
With Contributions by the Rt. Hon. A.

J. Balfour, M.P., Sir Walter
Simpson, Bart., Andrew Lang, &c.
With 32 Plates and 57 Illustrations in

the Text. Cr. 8vo. , lar, 6d.
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Sport and ^^jsXvom^—continued.

THE BADMINTON \A^Y.KK^—continued.
HUNTING. By His Grace the late Duke
OF Beaufort, K.G., and Mowbray
Morris. With Contributions by the

Earl of Suffolk and Berkshire,
Rev. E. W. L. Davies, G. H. Long-
man, &c. With 5 Plates and 54 Illus-

trations in the Text. Crown 8vo.
,

xos. dd.

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. Drnt.
With Contributions by the Right Hon.

J. Bryce, M.P.
, Sir Martin Conway,

"D. W. Freshfield, C. E. Mathews,
&c. With 13 Plates and 91 Illustrations

in the Text. Crown 8vo. , xos. 6d.

POETRY OF SPORT (THE).—Selected
by Hedley Peek. With a Chapter on
Classical Allusions to Sport by Andrew
Lang, and a Special Preface to the

Badminton Library by A. E. T. Wat-
son, With 32 Plates and 74 Illustra-

tions in the Text. Crown 8vo. , xos. 6d.

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING.
By the Earl of Suffolk and Berk-
shire, W. G. Craven, the Hon. F.

Lawley, Arthur Coventry, and
A. E. T. Watson. With Frontispiece
and 56 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo. , iQy. 6d.

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain
Robert Weir, J. Moray Brown,
T. F. Dale, the late Duke of Beau-
fort, the Earl of Suffolk and Berk-
shire, &c. With 18 Plates and 41
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo.,
xos. 6d.

ROWING. By R. P. P. RowE and C.
M. Pitman. With Chapters on Steer-

ing by C. P. Serocold, and F. C.
Begg

; Metropolitan Rowing by S. Le
Blanc Smith

;
and on PUNTING by

P. W. Squire. With 75 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., xos. 6d.

SEA FISHING. By John Bickerdyke,
Sir H. W. GoRE-BooTH, Alfred C.

Harmsworth, and W. Senior. With
22 FuU-pas^e Plates and 175 Illustra-

tions in the Text. Crown 8vo. ,
xos. td.

SHOOTING.
Vol. I. Field and Covert. By Lord
WALSiNGHAMandSirRALPH Payne-
Gallwey. Bart. With Contribu-
tions by the Hon. Gerald Las-
CELiJisand A. J. Stuart-Wortley.
With II Plates and 95 Illustrations

in the Text. Crown 8vo.
, 10^. 6d.

Vol.1!. Moor AND Marsh. By Lord
Walsingham and Sir Ralph Payne-
Gallwey, Bart. With Contributions

by Lord Lov.\Tand Lord Charles
Lennox Kerr. With 8 Plates and
57 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo., xos. 6d.

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGGAN-
ING. By J. M. Heathcote, C. G.

Tebbutt, T. Maxwell Witham,
Rev. John Kerr, Ormond Hake,
Henry A. Buck, ike. With 12 Plates
and 272 Illustrations in the Text. Cr.

8vo. , xos. 6d.

SWIMMING. By Archibald Sinclair
and William Henry, Hon. Sees, of

the Life-Saving Society. With 13 Plates
and 112 Illustrations in the Text. Cr.

8vo. , jos. 6d.

TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS, RAC-
KETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and
C. G. Heathcote, E. O. Pleydell-
BouvERiE, and A. C. Ainger. With
Contributions by the Hon. A. Lyttel-
TON, W, C. Marshall, Miss L. Dod,
&c. With 12 Plates and 67 Illustra-

tions in the Text. Crown 8vo. , io.f. 6d.

YACHTING.
Vol. I. Cruising, Construction oi<

Yachts, Yacht Racing Rules,
Fitting-out, &c. By Sir Edward
Sullivan, Bart.. The Earl of
Pembroke, Lord Brassey, K.C.B.,
C. E. Seth-Smith, C.B., G. L.

Watson, R. T. Pritchett, E. F.

Knight, &c. With 21 Plates and
93 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo.

, los. 6d.

Vol. II. Yacht Clubs, Yachting in

America and the Colonies,Yacht
Racing, &c. By R. T. Pritchett,
The Marquis of Dufferin and
AvA, K.P., The Earl of Onslow,
James McFerran, &c. With 35
Plates and 160 Illustrations in the

Text. Crown 8vo,, xos. 6d.
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Fur, Feather and Fin Series.
Edited by A. E. T. Watson.

Crown 8vo. , price 55. each Volume, Cloth.

The Volumes are also issued half-bound in Leather^ with gilt top.
be hadfrom all Booksellers.

The price can

THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History,

by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson
;

Shooting, by A. J. Stuart-Wortley ;

Cookery, by GEORGE Saintsbury.
With II Illustrations and various Dia-

. grams in the Text. Crown 8vo., ^s.

THE GROUSE. Natural History, by the
Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting,
by A. J. Stuart-Wortley

; Cookery,

by George Saintsbury. With 13
Illustrations and various Diagrams
in the Text. Crown 8vo. , 5.^,

THE PHEASANT. Natural History, hy
the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting,
by A. J. Stuart-Wortley; Cookery,
by Alexander InnesShand. With 10
Illustrations and various Diagrams.
Crown 8vo. , 5^.

THE HARE. Natural History, by the
Rev. H. A. Macpherson; Shooting,
by the Hon. Gerald Lascelles;
Coursing, by Charles Richardson

;

Hunting, by J. S. Gibbons and G. H.
Longman

; Cookery, by Col. Kenney
Herbert. With g lUus. Cr. 8vo., 5.^.

RED DEER. Natural History, by
the Rev. H. A. Macpherson

;
Deer

Stalking, by Cameron of Lochiel.

Stag Hunting, by Viscount PIbring-
ton

; Cookery, by Alexander Innes
Shand. With 10 Illustrations. Crown
8vo.

, i^s.

THE RABBIT. By James Edmund
Harting. With a Chapter on Cookery
by Alexander Innes Shand. With
10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

, 5^.

THE SALMON. By the Hon. A. ?:.

Gathorne-Hardy. With Chapters on
the Law of Salmon-Fishing by Claud
Douglas Pennant

; Cookery, by
Alexander Innes Shand. With 8

Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
, i^.

THE TROUT. By the Marquess of
Granby. With Chapters on Breeding
of Trout by Col. H. Custance ; and

Cookery, by Alexander Innes
Shand. With 12 Illustrations. Crown
8vo., 5^.

PIKE AND PERCH. By W. Senior,
John Bickerdyke, and Alexander
Innes Shand. {^Nearly ready.

Bickerdyke.—Days of My Life on
Waters Fresh and Salt, and other
Papers. By John Bickerdyke. With
Photo-etching Frontispiece and 8 Full-

page Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
, ds.

Blackburne. — Mr. Blackburne's
Games at Chess. Selected, Anno-
tated and Arranged by Himself. Edited,
with a Biographical Sketch and a brief

History of Blindfold Chess, by P.

Anderson Graham. 8vo., yj. dd. net.

Cawthorne and Herod.—Royal
Ascot : its History and its Associations.

By George James Cawthorne and
Richard S. Herod. With 32 Plates

and 106 Illustrations in the Text. Demy
4to. , siJ'. 6d. net.

DEAD SHOT (THE) : or, Sportsman's
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on
the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary
and Finishing Lessons in the Art of

Shooting Game of all kinds. Also

Game-driving, Wildfowl and Pigeon-

shooting, Dog-breaking, etc. By Marks-
man. With numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo.
,
loj. (>d,

Ellis.—Chess Sparks j or, Short and
Bright Games of Chess. Collected and
Arranged by J. H. Ellis, M. A. 8vo.,

4J. bd.

Folkard. — The Wild-F^owler : A
Treatise on Fowling, Ancient and
Modern

; descriptive also of Decoys
and Flight-ponds, Wildfowl Shooting,
Gunning-punts, Shooting-yachts, &c.
Also Fowling in the Fens and in Foreign
Countries, Rock-fowling, &c., &c.

, by
H. C. Folkard. With 13 Engravings
on Steel, and several Woodcuts. 8vo. ,

i2.r. ^i.

Ford.—The Theory and Practice of
Archery. By Horace Ford. New
Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re-
written by W. Butt, M. A. With a Pre-

face by C. J. Longman, M. A. 8vo.
, 14J.

Ford.—Middlesex County Cricket
Club, 1864-1899. Written and Com-
piled by W. J. Ford. With Photo-

gravure Portrait of V. E. Walker. 8vo, ,

\Qs. net.
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Francis.—A Book on Angling: or,
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every
Branch ; including full Illustrated List

of Salmon Flies. By Francis Francis.
With Portrait and Coloured Plates.

Crown 8vo., 155.

Gibson.—Tobogganing on Crooked
Runs. By the Hon. Harry Gibson.
With Contributions by F. DE B. Strick-
land and ' Lady-Tobogganer '. W^ith

40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. ,
6j.

Graham.—Country Pastimes for
Boys. By P. Anderson Graham.
With 252 Illustrations from Drawings
and Photographs. Crown 8vo., 3.f.

6d.

Hutchinson.—The Book of Golf
AND Golfers. By Horace G. Hut-
chinson. With Contributions by Miss

Amy Pascoe, H. H. Hilton, J. H,

Taylor, H. J. Whigham, and Messrs.

Sutton & Sons. With 71 Portraits,
&c. Large Crown Svo., yj. (xl. net.

Lang.—Angling Sketches. By An-
drew Lang. With 20 Illustrations.

Crown Svo., 3^. (id.

Lillie (Arthur).
Croquet : its History, Rules, and

Secrets. With 4 Full-page Illustrations

by LuciEN Davis, 15 Illustrations in

the Text, and 27 Diagrams. Crown
8vo., 6.f.

Croquet up to Date. Containing
the Ideas and Teachings of the Lead-

ing Players and Champions. With

19 Illustrations (15 Portraits), and
numerous Diagrams. Svo.

,
ioj. dd.

net.

L o n ^ m. a n. -Chess Openings. By
Frederick W, Longman. Fcp. Svo.,

2j. 6d.

Madden.—The Diary of Master
William Silence: A Study of Shake-

speare and of Elizabethan Sport. By
the Right Hon. D. H. Madden, Vice-

Chancellor of the University of Dublin.

8vo. , i6.f.

Maskelyne.- Sharps and Flats : a

Complete Revelation of the Secrets of

Cheating at Games of Chance and Skill.

By John Nevil Maskelyne, of the

, Egyption Hall. W^ith 62 Illustrations.

Crown Svo., ()s.

MofFat.—CRiCKETY Cricket : Rhymes
and Parodies. By Douglas Moffat,
with Frontispiece by the late Sir Fra.nk
Lockwood, and 53 Illustrations by the

Author. Crown 8vo,, 2-r. dd.

Park.—The Game of Golf. By
William Park, Junr., Champion
Golfer, 1887-89. With 17 Plates and 26

Illustrations in the Text. Cr. Svo. , ^s. 6d.

Payne-Gallwey (Sir Ralph, Bart.).

Letters to Young Shooters (First

Series). On the Choice and Use of

a Gun. With 41 Illustrations. Cr.

Svo., js. 6d.

Letters TO Young Shooters (Second

Series). On the Production, Preserva-

tion, and KillingofGame. WithDirec-
tions in Shooting Wood- Pigeons and

Breaking-in Retrievers. With Por-

trait and 103 Illustrations. C'rown

8vo., i2i-. 6d.

Letters to Young Shooters
(
Ihird

Series). Comprising a Short Natural

History of the Wildfowl that are Rare

or Common to the British Islands,

with Complete Directions in Shooting
Wildfowl on the Coast and Inland.

With 200 Illustrations. Cr. Svo. , i8.f.

Pole.—The Theory of the Modern
Scientific Game of Whist. By
William Pole, F. R.S. Fcp. Svo. , 2s. 6d.

Proctor.—How to Play Whist :

vt^TH the Laws and Etiquette oi'

Whist. By Richard A. Proctor.
Crown Svo.

, y. 6d.

Ribblesdale.—The Queen's Hounds
and Stag-Hunting Recollections.

By Lord Ribblesdale. Master of the

Buckhounds, T892-95. Wi*h Introduc-

tory Chapter on the Hereditary Master-

ship by E. Burrows. With 24 Plates and

35 Illustrations in the Text. Svo. , 255.

Honalds. —The Fly-Fisher's Ento-
mology. By Alfred Ronalds. With
20 Coloured Plates. 8vo., 14J.

Wilcocks. The Sea Fisherman : Com-

prising the Chief Methods of Hook and
Line Fishing in the Bridsh and otlier

Seas, and Reniarks on Nets, Boats, and

Boating. By J. C. WiLCOCKS. Illustrated.

Crown Svo., 6.r.
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Mental, Moral, and
LOGIC, RHETORIC,

Abbott.—The Elements of Logic. By
T. K. Abbott, B.D. T2mo,, y.

Aristotle.
The Ethics: Greek Text, Illustrated

with Essay and Notes. By Sir Alex-
ander Grant, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo.,32j.

An Introduction to Aristotle's
Ethics. Books I. -IV. (BookX. c.

vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con-
tinuous Analysis and Notes. By the

Rev. E. MOOKE, D.D. Cr. 8vo.,
loj. 6d.

Bacon (Francis).

Complete Works. Edited by R. L,

Ellis, James Spedding, and D. D.
Heath. 7 vols. 8vo., ^3 13^. 6d.

Letters and Life, including all his

occasional Works. Edited by James
Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo., £/\. 45.

The Essays: with Annotations. By
Richard Whately, D.D,
10s. 6d.

8vo.

The Essays: with Notes. By F.

Storr and C. H. Gibson. Cr.

8vo.
, 35. 6d.

The Essays. With Introduction, Notes,
and Index. By E. A. Abbott, D.D.
2 vols. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. The Text and
Index only, without Introduction and
Notes, in One Volume. Fcp. 8vo.

,

2J. 6d.

Bain (Alexander).
Mental and Moral Science : a

Compendium of Psychology and
Ethics. Crown 8vo. , loj. 6d.

Or separatively.
Part I. Psychology and History
of Philosophy. Crown 8vo.,

6s. 6d.

Part II. Theory of Ethics and
Ethical Systems. Crown 8vo. ,

45. 6d.

Senses and the Intellect. 8vo.
, 15^.

^^
Emotions and the Will. 8vo., 155.

I Logic. Part I., Deduction. Crown
8vo., 45. Part II., Induction.
Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d.

Practical Essays. Crown Svo.
, 2j,

Bray.—The Phii,osophy of Neces-
sity ;

or Law in Mind as in Matter.

By Charles Bray. Crown 8vo., $5.

Political Philosophy.
, PSYCHOLOGY, ^c.

Crozier (John Beattie).
Civilisation and Progress

; being
the Outlines of a New System of

Political, Religious and Social Philo-

sophy. 8vo., i4.f.

History of Intellectual Develop-
ment : on the Lines of Modern Evolu-
tion.

Vol. I. Greek and Hindoo Thought ;

Gr3sco-Roman Paganism; Judaism ;

and Christianity down to the Closing
of the Schools of Athens by Justi-

nian, 529 A.D. 8VO.
, X:\S.

Davidson.—The Logic of Defini-

tion, Explained and Applied. By
William L. Davidson, M.A. Crown
8vo.; dr.

Green (Thomas Hill). The Works of.

Edited by R. L. Nettleship.
Vols, I. and II. Philosophical Works.

Svo. , i6j. each.

Vol, III. Miscellanies. With Index to

the three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo.,

21J.

Lectures on the Principles of
Political Obligation. With Pre-
face by Bernard Bosanquet. Svo.,

GurnhilL—The Morals of Suicide.

By the Rev. J. Gurnhill, B. A. Crown
8vo., 6s.

Hodgson (Shadworth H.).
Time and Space: a Metaphysical

Essay. 8vo., i6j.

The Theory of Practice : an Ethical

Inquiry. 2 vols. Svo. , 24J.
The Philosophy of Reflection. 2

vols. Svo., 21 J.

The Metaphysic of EVxpekience.
Book I. General Analysis of Experi-
ence, Book II. Positive Science. Book
III. Analysis of Conscious Action.
Book IV. The Real Universe. 4 vols.

Svo.
, 36 v. net.

Hume.—The Philosophical Works
of David Hume. Edited by T. H.
Green and T. H. Grose. 4 vols. Svo.

,

285. Or separately. Essays. 2 vols.

14J. Treatise of Human Nature. 2
vols. 14J.

James.—The Will to Believe, and
other Essays in Popular Philosophy.
By William James, M.D., LL.D., &c.
Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d.
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Mental, Moral, and Political Philosophy —continued.

Justinian.— The Institutes of Jus-
tinian: Latin Text, chiefly that of

Huschke, with English Introduction,

Translation, Notes, and Summary. By
Thomas C. Sandars, M.A. 8vo., iSjv

Kant (Immanuel).

Critique of Practical Reason, and
Other Works on the Theory of
Ethics. Translated byT. K.Abbott,
B.D. With Memoir. 8vo., 125. 6d.

Fundamental Principles of the
Metaphysic of Ethics. Trans-
lated by T. K. Abbott, B.D. Crown
8vo., o^s.

Introduction to Logic, and his
Essay on the Mistaken Subtilty
OF THE Four Figures. Translated

by T. K. Abbott. Bvo. , 6s.

Kelly.—Gover>jment or Human
Evolution.—Justice. By Edmund
Kelly, M.A., F.G.S. Crown Bvo.,

75. 6d. net,

Killick.—Handbook to Mill's Sys-
tem OF Logic. By Rev. A. H. Kil-

lick, M.A. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d.

Ladd (George Trumbull).
A Theory of Reality : an Essay in

Metaphysical System upon the Basis

of Human Cognitive Experience.
8vo

,
x8.r.

Elements of Physiological Psy-
chology. 8vo., 21J.

Outlines of Descriptive Psycho-
logy : a Text-Book of Mental Science
for Colleges and Normal Schools.

Bvo,, I2J.

Outlines of Physiological Psy-
chology. Bvo., I2J.

Primer of Psychology, Crown Bvo.
,

5^. 6d.

Lecky.—The Map of Life: Conduct
and Character. By William Edward
Hartpole Lecky. 8vo., xos. 6d.

Lutoslawski.—The Origin and
Growth of Plato's Logic. With an
Account of Plato's Style and of the

Chronology of his Writings. By WlN-
CENTY Lutoslawski. 8vo., zxs.

Max Miiller (F.).
The Science of Thought. Bvo.,

2\S.

The Six Systems of Indian Philo-
.SOPHY. Bvo., xBs.

Mill.—Analysis of the Phenomena
OF theHuman Mind. ByjAMEsMiLL.
2 vols. Bvo,, 2Bj,

Mill. (John Stuart),
A System of Logic, Cr. Bvo., 35. 6d.

On Liberty. Crown Bvo.
,

xs. 4^.

Considerations on Representa-
tive Government. Crown Bvo., 2s.

Utilitarianism. Bvo,, is. 6d.

Examination of Sir William
Hamilton's Philosophy. Bvo.

,
16^.

Nature, the Utility of Religion,
AND Theism. Three Essays. Bvo.

, 5.^,

Monck.—An Introduction to Logic.

By William Henry S. Monck, M.A.
Crown Bvo.

, ^s.

Romanes.—Mind and Motion and
Monism. By George John Romanes,
LL.D., F.R.S. Crown Bvo., 4.^. 6d.

Stock.—Lectures in the Lyceum
; or,

Aristotle's Ethics for English Readers.
Edited by St. George Stock. Crown
8vo., js. 6d.

Sully (James).
The Human Mind : a Text-book of

Psychology. 2 vols. Bvo. , 2i.f.

Outlines of Psychology. Crown
Bvo.

, 9J.

The Teacher's Handbook of Psy-

chology. Crown Bvo.
,
6s. 6d.

Studies of Childhood. Bvo,, loj. 6d.

Children's Ways : being Selections

from the Author's ' Studies of Child-
hood '. With 25 Illustrations. Crown
Bvo,, 4J. 61/.

Sutherland. — The Origin and
Growth of the Moral Instinct.

]
By Alexander Sutherland, M.A.
2 vols. Bvo. , 28J,

Swinburne.—Picture Logic: an

Attempt to Popularise the Science of

Reasoning'. By Alfred James SwrN-
burne, M.A. With 23 Woodcuts.
Crown Bvo., 2J. 6d.

Webb.—The Veil of Isis : a Series of

Essays on Idealism. By Thomas E.

Webb, LL.D.,Q.C. Bvo., los. 6d.

Weber.—History of Philosophy.

By Alfred Weber, Professor in the

University of Strasburg, Translated by
Frank Thillv, Ph.D. Bvo., i6.f.
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Mental, Moral, and Political Philosophy—continued.

Whately (Archbishop).
Bacon's Essays. With Annotatiorts.

* 8vo.
,
los. 6d.

Elements of Logic. Cr. 8vo.,4J. 6d.

Elements of Rhetoric. Cr. 8vo.,

4^. 6d.

Zeller (Dr. Edward).
The Stoics, Epicureans, and Scep-

tics. Translated by the Rev. O. J.

Reichel, M.A. Crown Svo., i5.f.

Outlines of the History of Greek
Philosophy. Tran.slated by Sarah
F. Alleyne and Evelyn Abbott,
M.A., LI..D. Crown 8vo., loj. 6d.

Zeller (Dr. Kd-whRn)—continued.

Plato and the Older Academy.
Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne
and Alfred Goodwin, B.A. Crown
8vo., 1 8J.

Socrates and THE SocraticSchools.
Translated by the Rev. O. J. Reichel,
M.A. Crown Svo., los. 6d.

Aristotle and the Earlier Peri.
PATETics. Translated by B. F. C'

Costelloe, M.A., and J. H. Muir^
head, M.A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo., 24s.

'

MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY.

(Stonyhurst Series. )

A Manual of Political Economy.
By C. S. Devas, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 6j. dd.

First Principles of Knowledge. By
John Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5^.

General Metaphysics. ByJohn Rick-
aby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5^.

Logic. By Richard F. Clarke, S.J.
Crown 8vo., $s.

Moral Philosophy (Ethics and Natu-
ral Law). By Joseph Rickaby, S.J.
Crown 8vo., 5^.

Natural Theology. By E^ernard
Boedder, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d.

Psychology. By Michael Maher,
S.J. Crown 8vo.

,
6s. 6d.

History and Science of Language, &c.

Davidson.—Leadingand Important
English Words: Explained and Ex-

emplified. By William L. David-

son, M.A. Fcp. 8vo., 35. 6d.

Farrar.—Language and Languages.

By F. W. Farrar, D.D., Dean of

|. Canterbury. Crown Svo., 6s.

Graham.—English Synonyms, Classi-

fied and Explained : with Practical

Exercises. By G. F. Graham. Fcap.

Svo., 6s.

Max Miiller (F.).

The Science of Language, Founded
on Lectures delivered at the Royal
Institution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols.

Crown 8vo., \os.

Biographies of Words, and the
Home ofthk Aryas, Crown 8vo,,

Roget. — Thesaurus of English
Words and Phrases. Classified and
Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex-

pression of Ideas and assist in Literary
Composition. By Peter Mark Roget,
M. D.

,
F. R. S. With full Index. Crown

8vo., 10s. 6d.

Whately.—English Synonyms. By
E. Jane Whately. Fcap. 8vo., y.
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Political Economy and Economics.

Ashley.—English p:conomic History
AND Theory. By W. J. Ashley, M. A.

Cr. 8vo., Part 1., $s. Part II., \os. 6d.

Bagehot.—Economic Studies. By
Walter Bagehot. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

Brassey.— Papers and Addresses on
Work and Wages. By Lord Brassey.
Edited byj. Potter, and with Intro-

duction by George Howell, Crown
8vo., 5^.

Channing.—The Truth about Agri-
cultural Depression : An Economic

Study of the Evidence of the Royal
Commission. By Francis Allston
Channing, M.P.

,
one of the Commis-

sion. Crown Bvo., 6s.

Devas.—A Manual of Political
Economy. By C. S. Devas, M,A.
Crown Bvo., 6^-. 6d. [Manuals of Catho-
lic Philosophy. )

Jordan.—The Standard of Value.
By William Leighton Jordan.
Crown Bvo.

,
6s.

Leslie.—Essays on Political Eco-
nomy. By T. E. Cliffe Leslie, Hon.
LL.D. Dubl. Bvo., xos. 6d.

Maeleod (Henry Dunning),
Economics for Beginners. Crown

Bvo., 2S.

The Elements of Economics. 2

vols. Crov/n Bvo. , 3^. 6d. each.

Bimetalism. Bvo., $s. net.

The Elements of Banking. Crown
Bvo., 3^. 6d.

The Theory and Practice of Bank-
ing. Vol. I. 8vo., I2J. Vol. n. 14J.

I Maeleod (Henry Dunning)—<:tf«/.

I The Theory of Credit. 8vo. In

j

I Vol., 30S. net; or separately, Vol..

I. loj. net. Vol. II., Part 1., loj. net.

Vol. II. Part II., los. net.

I
Mill.—Political Economy. By John
Stuart Mill.

Popular Edition. Crown Bvo. , 3^ 6d.

Librai-y Edition. 2 vols. Bvo. , 305.

Mulhall.—Industries and Wealth
OF Nations. By Michael G. Mul-
hall, F.S.S. With 32 Diagrams. Cr.

8vo., Bj. 6d.

Stephens.—Higher Life for Work-
ing People : its Hindrances Discussed.

An attempt to solve some pressing Social

Problems, without injustice to Capital
or Labour. By W. Walker Stephens.

I
Crown Bvo., 3J. 6d.

I Symes.—Political Economy. With
a Supplementary Chapter on Socialism.

I By J. E. Symes, M. A. Crown Bvo.
, -25. 6d.

Toynbee.—LECTUREs on the In-

dustrial Revolution of the 18th

Century in England. By Arnold
ToYNBEE. With a Memoir of the

Author by Benjamin Jowett, D.D.
Bvo., xos. 6d.

Webb (Sidney and Beatrice).
The History of Trade Unionism,
With Map and full Bibliography of

the Subject. Bvo., iBj.

Industrial Democracy : a Study in

Trade Unionism. 2 vols. Bvo. , 25J. net.

Problems of Modern Industry :

Essays. Bvo.
, js. 6d.

Wright. — Outline of Practical
Sociology. With Special Reference to

American Conditions. By Carroll D.

Wrighp, LL.D. With 12 Maps and

Diagrams. Crown Bvo.
, 9J.

Evolution, Anthropology, &c.

Clodd (Edward). Lang (Andrew).

The Story of Creation : a Plain Ac-
count of Evolution. With jj Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo. , 3^. 6d,

A Primer of Evolution : being a

Popular Abridged Edition of 'The
Story of Creation'. With Illus-

trations. Fop. Bvo., is. 6d.

Custom and Myth : Studies of Early
Usage and Belief. With 15 IHustra-

tions. Crown Bvo,, 3^ 6d.

Myth,
vols.

Ritual, and Religion.
Crown 8vo., ys.

Modern Mythology : a Reply to

Professor Max Miiller. Bvo., gs.
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EYolution, Anthropology, ^f^.—continued.

Romanes (George John)—continued.

Part II, Post-Darwinian Ques-
tions : Heredity and Utility. With
Portrait of the Author and 5 Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo., loj. 6d.

Part III. Post-Darwinian Ques-
tions : Isolation and Physiological
Selection. Crown 8vo. , 5^-.

An Examination of Weismannism.
Crown 8vo.

,
ds.

Lubbock.—The Origin of Civilisa-
tion and the Primitive Condition of

Man. By Sir J. Lubbock, Bart., M. P.

(Lord Avebury). With 5 Plates and
•20 Illustrations. Bvo. ,i8i^.

Romanes (George John).

Darwin, and After Darwin : an Ex-

position of the Darwinian Theory,
and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian

Questions.
Part I. The Darwinian Theory.
With Portrait of Darwin and 125
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , \os. 6d.

Essays. Edited by C. Lloyd
Morgan, Principal of University
College, Bristol. Crown 8vo. , 6^.

Classical Literature, Translations, &c.

Abbott.—Hellenica. A Collection of

Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy,
History, and Religion. Edited by
Evelyn Abbott, M.A., LL.D. Crown
8vo., 7s. 6d.

.ffischylus.—Eumenides of -<Eschy-

LUS. With Metrical English Translation.

By J. F. Davies. 8vo., yj.

Aristophanes.—The Acharnians of
Aristophanes, translated into English
Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Cr. 8vo., is.

Aristotle.—Youth and Old Age,
Lii'E AND Death, and Respiration.
Translated, with Introduction and
Notes, by W. Ogle, M.A., M.D.
8vo., js. 6d.

Becker (W. A.). Translated by the

Rev. F. Metcalfe, B.D.

Gallus : or, Roman Scenes in the Time
of Augustus. With Notes and Ex-
cursuses. With 26 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo. , 3^. 6d.

Charicles : or, Illustrations of the

Private Life of the Ancient Greeks.

With Notes and Excursuses. With
26 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 35-. 6d.

Butler. — The Author kss of the
Odyssey, where and when She
WROTE, who She was, the Use She
MADE of the Iliad, and how the
POl.M GREW under HER HANDS. By
Samuel Butler. Author of

'

Ere.whon,'
&c. With 14 Illustrations and 4 Maps.
8vo., io.y. 6d.

CamLpbelL—Religion in Greek Li-
terature. By the Rev. Lewis Camp-
bell, M. A., LL.D., Emeritus Professor
of Greek, University of St. Andrews.
8vo. , i5.f,

Cicero.—Cicero's Correspon dence.
By R. Y. Tyrrell. Vols. I., 11., III.

8vo. , each 12s. Vol. IV., 15.9. Vol.

v., 14s. Vol. VI., X2S.

ilime.—Lucian, the Syrian Satir-
ist. By Lieut. -Col. Henry W. L.
Hime, (late) Royal Artillery. 8vo.

,

5-?. net.

Contents.— 1. Life of Lucian —2. Classifi-
cation of Lucian's Works—-3. The Limits of
Satire—4. Lucian';; Philosophy and Reigion
—5, Characteristics. Appendix : Lucian's

Knowledge of Latin.

Homer.
The Iliad of Homer. Rendered

into English Prose for the use of
those that cannot read the original.

By Samuel Butler, Author of
'

Erewhon,' etc. Crown 8vo.
, 7.^. 6d.

The Ody.ssey of Homer. Done into

English Verse. By William Morrls.
Crown 8vo.. 6^".

Horace.—The Works of Horace,
rendered into English Prose. With
Life, Introduction, and Notes. By
William Coutts, M.A. Crown 8vo.,

53-.
net.



LONGMANS AND CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS.

Classical Literature, Translations, &c.—continued.

Lang.—Homer and the Epic.
Andrew Lang, Crown 8vo. , gs.

By
net.

liUea.!!.—The Pharsalia of Lucan.
Translated into Blank Verse. By
Sir Edward Ridley, 8vo.

, 14J.

Mackail.—Select Epigrams from
THE Greek Anthology. By J. W.
Mackail. Edited with a Revised Text,
Introduction, Translation, and Notes.

8vo.
,
i6j.

Rich.—A Dictionary of Roman and
Greek Antiquitucs. By A. Rich,
B.A. With 2COO Woodcuts. Crown
8vo., ds. net.

Sophocles.—Translated into English
Verse. By Robert Whitelaw, M. A.

,

Assistant Master in Rugby School. Cr.

8vo., 8j. dd.

Virgil.
The .^neid of Virgil. Translated

into English Verse by John Coning-
TON. Crown 8vo.

,
6s.

The Poems of Virgil. Translated
into English Prose by John Coning-
TON. Crown Svo. , 6s.

The ^neids of Virgil. Done into

English Verse. By William Morris.
Crown Bvo.

,
6s.

The ^neid of Virgil, freely translated

into English Blank Verse. By W. J.

Thornhill. Crown Svo.
, 6^. net.

The .^neid of Virgil. Translated
into English Verse by James
Rhoades.
Books I.- VI. Crown Svo.

, 5^.

Books VII. -XII. Crown Svo., 55.

The Eclogues and Georgics of
Virgil. Translated into English
Prose by J. W. Mackail, Fellow of

Balliol College, O.xford. i6mo., 55.

Tyrrell.—Dublin Translations into Wilkins.—The Growth of the
Greek and I>atin Verse. Edited by I Homeric Poems. By G. Wilkins.
R. Y. Tyrrell. 8vo., 6s. I Svo., 6s.

Poetry and the Drama.

Armstrong (G. F. Savage).
Poems : Lyrical and Dramatic. Fcp.

Svo. ,
6s.

King Saul. (The Tragedy of Israel,

Part 1.) Fcp. 8vo., 5.?.

King David. (The Tragedy of Israel,

Part II.) Fcp. Svo., 6j.

King Solomon. (The Tragedy of

Israel, Part HI.) Fcp. Svo., 6s.

Ugone : a Tragedy. Fcp. Svo.
,
6s.

A Garland from Greece: Poems.

Fcp. Svo., Ts. 6d.

Stories of Wicklow: Poems. Fcp.
Svo.

, Ts. 6d.

Mephistopheles in Broadcloth: a
Satire. Fcp. Svo., 4J.

One in the Infinite: a Poem. Cr.

Svo., yj. 6d.

Armstrong.—The Poetical Works
OF Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp.
8vo., 5j.

Arnold.—The Light of the World :

or, the Great Consummation. By Sir

Edwin Arnold. With 14 Illustra-

tions after HOLMAN HuNT. Crown
Svo., 6s.

Earraud.—The Lay of thf Knights.
By the Rev. C. W. Barraud, S.J.,
Author of '

St. Thomas of Canterbury,
and other Poems'. Crown Svo., 4^.

Bell (Mrs. Hugh).

Chamber Comedies: a Collection of

Plays and Monologues for the Draw-

ing Room. Crown Svo. , 6s.

Pairy Tale Plays, and How to Act
Them. With 91 Diagrams and 52
Illustrations. Crown Svo.

, 33-. 6d.

Coleridge.—Selections from. With
Introduction by Andrew Lang. With
18 Illustrations by Patten Wilson.

I Crown Svo.
, 3^. 6d.
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Poetry and the T>vdim?i—conHmied.

Goethe.—The First Part of the
Tragedy of Faust in English. By
Thos, E. Webb, LL.D., sometime
Fellow of Trinity College ;

Professor of

Moral Philosophy in the University of

Dublin, etc. New and Cheaper Edition,
with The Death of Faust, from the

Second Part. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Gore-Booth.—Poems. By Eva Gore-
Booth. Fcp. 8vo., $s.

Ingelow (Jean).

Poetical Works. Complete in One
Volume. Crown 8vo., 75. 6d.

Lyrical and Other Poems. Selected

from the Writings of Jean Ingelow.
Fcp. Svo.

, 2J. 6d. cloth plain, y.
cloth gilt.

Lang (Andrew),
Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. 8vo.,

25. 6d. net.

The Blue Poetry Book. Edited by
Andrew Lang. With 100 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo.
,
6^.

Layard and Corder. — Songs in

Many Moods. By Nina F, Layard
;

The Wandering Albatross, &c. By
Annie Corder. In one volume.
Crown Svo.

, y.

Lecky.—Poems. By the Rt. Hon. W. E.

H. Lecky. Fcp. 8vo., 55.

Lytton (The Earl of) (Owen
Meredith).
The Wanderer. Cr. 8vo. , los. 6d.

Lucile. Crown 8vo., los. 6d.

Selected Poems. Cr. 8vo., 10s. 6d.

Macaulay.—Lays of Ancient Rome,
with '

IvRY,' and
' the Armada '. By

Lord Macaulay.
Illustrated by G. Scharf. Fcp. 4to.,

\os. 6d.

Bijou Edition.

i8mo. , 2J-. 6d., gilt top.

Popular Edition.

Fcp. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth.

Illustrated by J. R. Weguelin. Crown
Svo.

, 3^. 6d.

Annotated Edition. Fcp, Svo., i^'.

sewed, is. 6d. cloth.

MacDonald (George, LL.D.).
A Book of Strife, in the Form of
the Diary of an Old Soul : Poems.
iSmo.. 6s.

Rampolli : Growths from a Long-
Planted Root; being Translations,
new and old (mainly in verse), chiefly
from the German

; along with ' A
Year's Diary of an Old Soul '. Crown
Svo. , 6s.

Moffat.—Crickety Cricket: Rhymes
and Parodies, By Douglas Moi 1 at.
With Frontispiece by the late Sir Fran K.

Lockwood, and 53 Illustrations by the
Author. Crown 8vo., -zs. 6d.

Moon.—Poems of Love and Home,
etc. By George Washington Moon,
Hon. F.R,S,L,, Author of '

Elijah,' etc.

i6mo. , "zs. 6d.

Morris (William),
Poetical Work.s—Library Edition.

The Earthly Paradise. 4 vols.

Crown Svo.
, 55. net each.

The Life and Death of Jason.
Crown Svo. , 55. net.

The Defence of Gueneverk, and
other Poems. Crown Svo.

, 5.5-.
net.

The Story of Sigurd the Volsung,
and the Fall of the Niblungs. Crown
Svo., ^s. net.

Poems by the Way, and Love is

Enough, Crown Svo.
, 5J, net.

The Odyssey of Homer. Done into

Enghsh Verse. Crown Svo., 5?. net.

The ^neids of Virgil. Done into

English Verse. Crown Svo , 5.3.
net.

The Tale of Beowulf, sometime
King of the Folk of the Weder-
geats. Translated by William
Morris and A, J. Wyatt, Crown
Svo., ^s. net.

Certain of the Poetical Works may also be
had in the following Editions :

—
The Earthly Paradise.

Popular Edition. 5 vols. lamo.
,

255. ;
or 5^. each, sold separately.

The same in Ten Parts, 25J. ;
or is. 6d.

each, sold separately.

Cheap Edition, in i vol. Cr. Svo. , 6s. net.

Poems by the Way. Square crown
Svo. , 6s.

*
^* For Mr. William Morris's Prose

Works, see pp. 22 and 31.
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Poetry and the Drama
Nesbit.—Lays and Legends. By E. I

Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First
|

Series. Crown 8vo., 3^. bd. Second
|

Series, with Portrait. Crown Svo., 55. !

-continued.

Riley (James Whitcomb).

Old Fashioned Roses : Poems.

i2mo., 5J.

The CiOLDEN Year. From the Verse
and Prose of James Whitco.mb
Riley. Compiled by Clara E,

Laughlin. Fcp. 8vo., 5.r.

Romanes.—A Selection from the
Poems of George John Romanes,
M.A., LL.D., F.R.S.' With an Intro-

duction by T. Herbert Warren,
President of Magdalen College, Oxford,
Crown 8vo. , 45. dd.

Russell.—Sonnets on the Sonnet :

an Anthology. Compiled by the Rev.

Matthew Russell, S.J. Crown 8vo.,

y. 6d.

Samuels. — Shadows, and other
Poems. By 1*:. Samuels. With 7
Illustrations by W. Fitzgerald, M.A.
Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d.

Shakespeare.—Bowdler's Family
Shakespeare. With 36 Woodcuts.
I vol. 8vo., I4J-. Or in 6 vols. Fcp.
8vo. , 21J.

Shakespeare's Sonnets. Recon-
sidered, and in part Rearranged, with

Introductory Chapters and a Re-

print of the Original i6og Edition.

By Samuel Butler, Author of
' Erewhon '. 8vo., loj-. 6d.

The Shakespeare Birthday Book.
By Mary F. Dunbar. 32mo., is. 6d.

Wagner.~THE Nibelungen Ring.
Done into English Verse by Reginald
Rankin, B.A. , of the Inner Temple,
Barrister-at-Law. Vol. I. Rhine Gold
and Valkyrie. Fcp. 8vo.

, 4^. 6d.

Wordsworth. — Selected Poems.

By Andrew Lang. With Photo-

gravure Frontispiece of Rydal Mount.
With 16 Illustrations and numerous
Initial Letters. By Alfred Parsons,
A. R.A. Crown 8vo. , gilt edges, y. 6d,

Wordsworth and Coleridge.—A
Description of the Wordsworth
AND Coleridge Manuscripts in the
Possession of Mr. T. Norton Long-
man. Edited, with Notes, by W. Hale
White. With 3 Facsimile Reproduc-
tions. 4to. , \os. 6d.

Anstey.—Voces Populi. Reprinted
from 'Punch'. By F. Anstey, Author
of 'Vice Versa". First Series. With
20 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part-
ridge. Oown 8vo., 3.?.

6d.

Beaconsfield (The Earl of).
Novels and Tales. Complete in 11

vols. Crown 8vo. ,
i.e. 6d. each.

Vivian Grey. I Sybil

Fiction, Humour, &c.

Churchill.—Savrola
Revolution in Laurania,

Spencer Churchill.

Diderot. — Rameau's
Translation from Diderot's Autographic
Text. By Sylvia Margaret Hill.
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d.

rheYoungDuke,&c.
Alroy, Ixion, &c.

Conlariui Fleming,
&c.

Tcincred.

Henrietta Temple.
Venetia.

Coningsby.
Lothair.

Endymion.
Birt.—Castle Czvargas : a Romance.

Being a Plain Story of the Romantic
Adventures of Two Brothers, Told by
the Younger of Them. h>dited by
Archibald Birt. Crown 8vo., 6.f.

•Chela.'— A New Divinity, and
other Stories of Hindu Life. By
' Chola '. Crown 8vo. , 2j. 6d.

a Tale of the

By Winston
Crown 8vo., 6s.

Nephew : a

Dougall. —
Dougall.

Begg.ars All.
Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

By L.

Doyle (A. Conan).
MiCAH Clarke : a Tale of Monmouth's

Rebellion. With 10 lUustrations.

Cr. 8vo., y. 6d.

The Captain of the Polestar, and
other Tales. Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d.

The Refugees : a Tale of the Hugue-
nots. With 25 Illustrations. Crown
8vo., y. 6d.

The Stark-Munro Letters. Cr.

8vo., y. 6d.
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Fiction, Humour, &c.—continued.

Haggard (H. RmE.R)—conihiHed.Farrar (F. W. , Dean of Canterbury).

Darkness and Dawn: or, Scenes in

the Days of Nero. An Histoi-ic Tale.

Crown 8vo.
, 6.s. net.

Gathering Clouds : a Tale of the

Days of St. Chrysostom. Crown
8vo., 6s. net.

Fowler (Edith H.).

The Young Pretenders. A Story of

Child Life. With 12 Illustrations by
Sir Philip Burne-Jones, Bart. Cr.

8vo., 6s.

The Professor's Children. With
24 Illustrations by Ethel Kate
Burgess. Crown Bvo. . 6j-,

Francis.—Yeoman Fleetwood. By
M. E. Francis, Author of In a North-

country Village,' etc. Cr, Bvo., 6s.

Froude.-THE Two Chiefs of Dun-
boy : an Irish Romance of the Last

Century. By James A. Froude. Cr.

8vo. , 3^. 6d.

Gurdon.— Memories and Fancies :

Suffolk Tales and other Stories
; F'airy

Legends; Poems; Miscellaneous Arti-

cles. By the late Lady Camilla
Gurdon, Author of 'Suffolk Folk-
Lore '. Crown 8vo. , 55.

Haggard (H. Rider).
Black Heart and White Heart,
and other Stories. With 33 Illus-

j

trations. Crown Bvo.
,
6s.

Swallow : a Tale of the Great Trek.
With 8 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo,, 6j.

Dr. Therne. Crown Bvo., 3^. 6d.

Heart of the V/orld. With 15
Illustrations. Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

Joan Haste. With 20 Illustrations.

Cr. 8vo. , y. 6d.

The People of the Mist. With 16
lUu.strations. Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

Montezuma's Daughter. With 24
Illustrations. Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

She. With 32 Illustrations. Cr. Bvo.,

3J. 6d.

Allan Quatermain. With 31 Illus-

trations. Crown Bvo., -y. 6d.

MAlWA'S RgVENGE. Crown 8vp. , \s, 6d.

Colonel Quaritch, V.C. With
Frontispiece and Vignette. Cr. 8vo. ,

Ss. 6d.

Clp:opatra. With 29 Illustrations.

Crown Bvo., y. 6d.

Beatrice. With Frontispiece and

Vignette. Crown Bvo.
, 35. 6d.

Eric Brighteyes, With 51 Illustra-

tions. Cr. Bvo., 3^. 6d.

Nada the Lily, With 23 Illustra-

tions. Cr. Bvo., y. 6d.

Allan's Wife. With 34 Illustrations.

Crown Bvo., 3^^.
6d.

The Witch's Head.
trations. Crown Bvo.

Mr. Meeson's Will.
trations. Crown Bvo

With x6 Illus-

3.-. 6d.

With 16 Illus-

2s. 6d.

Dawn. With 16 Illustrations. Crown
Bvo. y. 6d.

Haggard and Iiang.— Ihe Vv^orld's
Desire. By H. Rider Haggard and
Andrew Lang. With 27 Illustrations.

Crown Bvo. , y. 6d.

Harte.— In the Carquinez Woods.
By Bret Harte. Cr. Bvo., 3^. 6d

Hope.—The Heart of Princess
Osra. By Anthony Hope. With 9
Illustrations. Crown Bvo., 3^. 6d.

I

Jerome.—Sketches
I

Blue and Green.
Jerome. Crown Bvo.

IN Lavender :

By Jerome K,
, y. 6d.

Joyce. — Old Celtic Romances.
Twelve of the most beautiful of the

Ancient Irish Romantic Tales. Trans-
lated from the Gaelic. By P. W. Joyce,
LL. D. Crown Bvo.

, 3^. 6d.

Lang.—A Monk of Fife : a Story of

the Days of Joan of Arc. By Andrew
Lang. With 13 Illustrations by Selwyn
Image. Crown 8vo.

, 3^". 6d.

Levett-Yeats (S.).

The Chevalier d'Auriac. Crown
Bvo., y. 6d.

The Heart of Denise, and other

Tales. Crown Bvo. , 6s.
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Fiction, Humour, &c.—continued.

Morris ['Wll.l.\AM)~continued.

John
Lyall (Edna).
The Autobiography of a Slander.

Fcp. 8vo., IS. sewed.
Presentation Edition. With 20 Illus-

trations by Lancelot Speed. Cr.

8vo. , 2J. 6d. net.

The Autobiography of a Truth.
Fcp. 8vo., IS. sewed ;

is. 6d. cloth.

Doreen. The Story of a Singer. Cr.

8vo. , 6s.

Wayfaring Men. Crown 8vo.
, 6j.

Hope the Hermit : a Romance of

Borrowdale. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Mason and Lang.—Parson Kelly.
By A. E. W. Mason and Andrew
Lang. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Max Mliller. — Deutsche Liebe

(German Love) : Fragments from the
|

Papers of an Alien. Collected by F.
,

Max Muller. Translated from the
j

German by G. A. M. Crown 8vo., y.

Melville (G. J. Whyte).
The Gladiators. Holmby House.
The Interpreter.

{

Kate Coventry.
Good for Nothing. 1 Digby Grand.
The Queen's Maries.

)
General Bounce.

Cr. 8vo.
,
IS. 6d. each.

Merriman.—Flotsam : a Story of the

Indian Mutiny. By Henry Seton Mer-
riman. Crown 8vo., 35. 6d.

Morris (William).
The Sundering Flood. Crown 8vo.,

7^. 6d.

The Water of the Wondrous Isles.

Crown 8vo., 7.V. 6d.

The Well at the World's End, 2

vols.
,
8vo. ,

28j'.

TheStory of the Glittering Plain,
which has been also called The Land
of the Living Men, or The Acre of

the Undying. Square post 8vo. , ^s.

net.

The Roots of the Mountains,
wherein is told somewhat of the Lives
of the Men of Burgdale, their Friends,
their Neighbours, their Foemen, and
their Fellows-in-Arms. Written in

Prose and Verse. Square crown
Bvo.

,
8j.

A Tale of the House of the Wolf-
ings, and all the Kindreds of the
Mark. Written in Prose and Verse.

Square crown 8vo. , 6s.

A Dream of John Ball, and
King's Lesson. i2mo., is. 6d.

News from Nowhere
; or, An Epoch

of Rest. Being some Chapters from
an Utopian Romance. Post 8vo.

,
\s.

6d.

The Story of Grettir thk Strong.
Translated from the Icelandic by
EiKlKR MAGNU.SSON and William
Morris. Crown 8vo., 5.^.

neL

*^* For Mr. William Morris's Poetical

Works, see p. 19.

ISTewnian (Cardinal).
Loss and Gain : The Story of a Con-

vert. Crown 8vo. Cabinet Edition,
6s.

; Popular Edition, 3.?. 6d.

Callista : A Tale of the Third Cen-

tury. Crown 8vo. Cabinet Edition,
6s.

; Popular Edition, 3?. 6d.

Phillipps-Wolley.—Snap : a Legend
of the Lone Mountain. By C. Phil-
lipps-Wolley. With 13 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d.

Raymond (Walter).
Two Men o" Mendip. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

No Soul Above Money. Cr. 8vo., 6s.

Reader.—Priestess and Queen : a
Tale of the White Race of Mexico

;

being the Adventures of Ignigene and
her Twenty-six Fair Maidens. By
Emily E. Reader. Illustrated by
Emily K. Reader. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Sewell (Elizabeth M.).

AGhmpseoftheWorld. I Amy Herbert.
Laneton Parsonage.

j

Cleve Hall.

Margaret Percival. I Gertrude.
Katharine Ashton.

{

Home Life.

The Earl's Daughter. !
After Life,

The Experience of Life.
1
Ursula. Ivors,

Cr. 8vo., -is. 6d. each, cloth plain. 2j. 6d.

each, cloth extra, gilt edges.

Somerville and Ross. -Some Ex-
periences of an Irish R.M. By

! E. CE. Somerville and Martin Ross.
With 31 Illustrations by E. CE. Somer-
ville. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Stebbing.—Probable Tales. Edited

by William Stebbing. Crown 8vo.,
I

4J. 6d.
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Fiction, Humour, &c.—continued.

Stevenson (Robert Louis).

The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll
AND Mr. Hyde. Fcp. 8vo., \s.

sewed, \s. 6d. cloth.

The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll
AND Mr. Hyde

;
with Other Fables.

Crown 8vo.
, y. 6d.

More New Arabian Nights—The
Dynamiter. By Robert Louis
Stevenson and Fanny Van de
Grift Stevenson. Crown 8vo.,

3J. 6d.

The Wrong Box. By Robert Louis
j

Stevenson and Lloyd Osbourne.
j

Crown Bvo.
, 35. 6d.

\

Suttner. — Lay Down Your Arms
|

{Die Waffen Nieder) : The Autobio-
|

graphy of Martha von Tilling. By
|

Bi.RTHA von Suttner. Translated

by T. Holmes. Crown Bvo., is. 6d.

Taylor. — Early Italian Love-
Stories. Taken from the Originals by
Una Taylor. With 13 Illustrations by
Henry J. Ford. Crown 410., 15.?. net,

Trollope (Anthony).
The Warden. Cr. Bvo., is. 6d.

Barchester Towers. Cr. Bvo., is. dd.

Waiford (L. B.).

The Intruders. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Leddy Makget. Crown Bvo., -zs. 6d.

IvA KH.DARE: a Matrimonial Problem.
Crown Bvo. , 6s.

Mr. Smith : a Part of his Life. Crown
Bvo., 2S. 6d.

The Baby's (iKANDMOTHEU. Crown !

Bvo., 2s. 6d. I

Crown

2S. 6d.

Crown

Waiford (L. "&.).—continued.

Cousins. Crown Bvo., is. bd.

Troublesome Daughters.
Bvo., 2j. 6d.

Pauline. Crown Bvo., -zs. 6d.

Dick Netherby. Crown Bvo

The History of a Week,
Bvo., -zs. 6d.

A Stiff-necked Generation, Crown
Bvo., us. 6d.

Nan, and other Stories. Cr. Bvo.
,
zs. 6d.

The Mischief of Monica. Crown
Bvo., 2s. 6d.

1 HE One Good Guest. Cr. Bvo. , zs. 6d.

'

Ploughed,' and other Stories. Crown
Bvo., 2S. 6d.

The Matchmaker. Cr. Bvo,, 2s. 6d.

Ward.—One Poor Scruple. By Mrs.
Wilfrid Ward. Crown Bvo,, 6s.

Crown
Weyman (Stanley).

Sophia. With Frontispiece
Bvo., 6s.

The House of the Wolf. With

Frontispiece and Vignette. Cr. Bvo.
,

3^. 6d.

A Gentleman of France. With

Frontispiece and Vignette. Cr. Bvo.,

6s.

The Red Cockade.
and Vignette. Cr

Shrewsbury. With 24 Illustrations by
Claude A. Shepperson. Crown
Bvo.

,
6s.

With Frontispiece
Bvo., 6s.

Popular Science (Natural History, &c.).

Beddard. — The Structure and
Classification of Birds. By Frank
E. tiEDDARD, M.A., F.R.S., Prosector
and Vice-Secretary of the Zoological
Society of London. With 252 Illustra-

tions. Bvo., 21s. net.

Butler.—Our Hou.sehold Insects.
An Account of the Insect-Pests found
in Dwelling-Houses. By Edward
A. Butler, B.A., B.Sc. (Lond.).
With 113 Illustrations. Crown Bvo.,

y. 6d.

Furneaux (W.).
The Outdoor World

; or, The Young
Collector's Handbook. With 18

Plates (16 of which are coloured)
and 549 Illustrations in the Text.
Crown Bvo., 6^-. net.

Butterflies and Moths (British).
With 12 coloured Plates and 241
Illustrations in the Text. Crown Bvo.,

6s. net.

Life IN Ponds and Streams. With
8 coloured Plates and 331 Illustra-

tions in the Text. Cr, Bvo., 6.f. net.
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Popular Soience (Natural History, ^ii.)—continued.

Hartwig (Dr. George).
The Sea and its Living Wonders.
With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts.

8vo., js. net.

The Tropical World. With 8 Plates

and 172 Woodcuts. Bvo. , js. net.

The Polar World. With 3 Maps, 8

Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo.
, ys. net.

The Subterranean World. With
3 Mapsand 80Woodcuts. Z\o.,js. net.

Heroes of the Polar World. With
19 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2J.

Wonders of the Tropical Forests.
With 40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , as.

Workers under the Ground. With
29 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2J.

Marvels over our Heads. With 29
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 2J.

Sea Monsters and Sea Birds. With
75 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

, 2s. 6d.

Denizens of the Deep. With 117
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2S. 6d.

Volcanoes and Earthquakes. With
30 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., zs. 6d.

Wild Animals of the Tropics.
With 66 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

,

y. 6(i.

Helmholtz.—Popular Lectures on
Scientific Subjects. By Hermann
von Helmhoj-TZ. With 68 Woodcuts.
2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 3J. 6d. each.

Hudson (W. H.).

Nature in Downland. With 12

Plates and 14 Illustrations in the

Text by A, D. McCORMiCK. 8vo.,
10s. 6d. net.

British Birds. With a Chapter on
Structure and Classification by FkANK
E. Beddard, F.R.S. With 16 Plates

(8 of which are Coloured), and over

100 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo., 6s. net.

Birds in London. With 17 Plates

and 15 Illustrations in the Text, by
Bryan Hook, A. D. McCormick,
and from Photographs from Nature,
by R. B. Lodge. 8vo., 12s.

Proctor (Richard A.).

Light Science for Leisure Hours.
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects.
Vol. I. Crown 8vo., ^s. 6d.

Proctor (Richard h..)—conti7med.
Rough Ways made Smooth. Fami-

liar Essays on Scientific Subjects.
Crown 8vo., 3^. bd.

Pleasant Ways in Science.
Crown 8vo. , 35-. dd.

Nature Studies. By R. A. Proctou,
Grant Allen, A. Wilson, T. Fo.s-

TER and E. Clodd. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6>d.

Leisure Readings. By R. A. Proc-
tor, E. Clodd, A. Wilson, T.

Foster, and A. C. Ranyard, Cr.

8vo., 3J. (id.

*^ For Mr. Proctor's other books see

pp. 12 and 28, and Messrs. Longmans ^
Co. 's Catalogue of Scientific Works.

Stanley.—A Familiar History of
Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., for-

merly Bishop of Norwich. With 160
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 3J. dd.

Wood (Rev. J. G.).

Homes without Hands : a Descrip-
tion of the Habitations of Animals,
classed according to the Principle of

Construction. With 140 Illustrations.

8vo. , 7J. net.

Insects at Home : a Popular Account
of British Insects, their Structure,
Habits and Transformations. With
700 Illustrations. 8vo., 7J. net.

Out of Doors
;
a Selection of Origi-

nal Articles on Practical Natural

History. With 11 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo.
, 3J. 6d.

Strange Dwellings : a Description
of the Habitations of Animals,
abridged from 'Homes without
Hands '. With 60 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo., 3J. dd.

Petland Revisited. With 33 Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo., 3J. bd.

Bird Life op the Bible. With 32
Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

, 3J. td.

Wonderful Nests. With 30 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo.
, 3J. dd.

Homes under the Ground,
28 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

Wild Animals of the Bible.

29 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.

Domestic Animals of the
With 23 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo,

The Branch Builders. With 28
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Social Habitations and Parasitic
NEST.S, With 18 Illus. Cr. 8vo., us.

With
3-f. 6d.

With
3^. 6d.

Bible.
'i.s. 6d.
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Works of Reference.

Gwilt.—An Encyclopaedia of Archi-
TECTURK. By Joseph Gwilt, F.S.A.
With 1700 Engravings. Revised (18S8),
with Alterations and Considerable x\ddi-

tions by Wvatt Papworth. 8vo.
. 2 1J. net.

Maunder (Samuel).
Biographical Treasury. With Siip-

ptement brought down to 1889. By
Rev, James Wood. Fcp. 8vo.

, 6s.

Treasury of Geography, Physical,
Historical, Descriptive, and Political.

With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp
8vo, ,

6j-.

The Treasury of Bible Know-
ledge. By the Rev. J. Ayre, M.A.
With 5 Maps, 15 Plates, and 300
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

Treasury of Knowledge and
Library OF Refkrence. Fcp. 8vo.,
6s.

Historical Treasury : Fcp. 8vo. , 6s.

Maunder [^auxjki.)—continued.
Scientific and Literary Treasury.

Fcp. 8vo., 6s.

The Treasury of Botany. Edited

by J. Lindley, F.R.S., and T.

Moore, F.L.S. With 274 Wood-
cuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols.

Fcp. 8vo.
, 12S.

Roget.~THESAURUSOFENGLISHWORDS
and Phrases. Classified and Ar-

ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression
of Ideas and assist in Literary Composi-
tion. By Peter Mark Roget, M.D.,
F. R.S. Recomposed throughout, en-

larged and improved, partly from the
Author's Notes and with a full Index,

by the Author's Son, John Lewis
Roget. Crown 8vo. , los. 6d.

Willich.—Popular Tables for giving
information for ascertaining the value of

Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro-

perty; the Public Funds, &c. Bv
Charles M. Willich. Edited by H.
Bence Jones. Crown 8vo. , io.y. 6d.

Children's Books.

Buckland.—Two Little Runaways. : Lang (Andrew)—Edited by
Adapted from the French of Louis
Desnoyers. By James Buckland-
With no Illustrations by Cecil Aldin
Crown 8vo., 6s.

Crake (Rev. A. D.).

Edwy the Fair ; or, the First Chro-
nicle of^scendune. Crown 8vo. ,2^.6^.

Alfgarthe Dane: or, the Second Chro-
nicle of .^.scendune. Cr. 8vo.

, 2s. 6d.

The Rival Heirs : being the Third
and Last Chronicle of .iE.scendune.

Crown 8vo. , 2J. 6d.

The House of Waloerne. A Tale
of the Cloister and the Forest in the

Days of the Barons' Wars. Crown
8vo., 2j. 6d.

I

Brian Fitz-Count. A Story of Wal-
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey.
Crown 8vo., -zs. 6d.

Henty (G. A.).—Edited by.

Yule Logs: A Story-Book for Boys.
By various Authors. With 61 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo., 6s.

Yule Tide Yarns : A Story-Book for

Boys. By various Authors. With 45
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6r.

The Blue Fairy Book. With 138
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

The Red Fairy Book. With 100
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

The Green Fairy Book. With 99
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6^.

The Yellow Fairy Book. With 104
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 65.

The Pink Fairy Book. With 67
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s.

The Blue Poetry Book. With 100
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s.

The Blue Poetry Book. School
Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp.
8vo. , -zs. 6d.

The True Story Book. With 66
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

The Red True Story Book. With
100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 65.

The Animal Story Book. With
67 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s.

The Red Book of Animal Stories.
With 65 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 65.

The Arabian Nights Entertain-
ments. With 66 Illustrations, Crown
Svo., 6s.
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Children's Books—continued.

Meade (L. T.).

Daddy's Boy. With 8 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo.
, 35. dd.

Deb and the Duchess. Withy Illus-

trations. Crown Bvc, -y. 6d.

The Bereskord Prize. With 7 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo.
, y. 6d.

The House of Surprises. With 6
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

Praeger (Rosamond).

The Adventures of the Three
Bold Babes : Hector, Honoria and
Alisander. A Story in Pictures. With
24 Coloured Plates and 24 Outline
Pictures. Oblong 4to., 3^^.

6d.

The Further Doings of the Three
Bold Babes. With 24 Coloured
Pictures and 24 Outline Pictures, Ob-

long 4to. , 35. 6d.

Stevenson.—A Child's Garden of
Verses. By Robert Louis Stevenson.
Fcp. Svo. , 55.

Upton (Florence K., and Bertha).
The Adventures of Two Dutch
Dolls and a ' Golliwogg '. With

31 Coloured Plates and numerous
Illustrations in the Text. Oblong
4to., 6s.

The Golliwogg's Bicycle Club.
With 31 Coloured Plates and
numerous Illustrations in the Text.

Oblong 4to. ,
6s.

The Golliwogg at the Seaside.
With 31 Coloured Plates and
numerous Illustrations in the Text.

Oblong 4to. , 6s.

The Golliwogg in War. With 31
Coloured Plates. Oblong 410. , 6s.

The Vege-Men's Revenge. With 31
Coloured Plates and numerous Illus-

trations in the Text. Oblong 4to., 6s.

The Silver

Crown Svo. 35. 6d.

Arnold's (Sir Edwin) Seas and Lands.
With 71 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Bagehot's (W.) Biographical Studies.

3^. 6d.

Bagehot's (W.) Economic Studies. 3^. 6d.

Bagehot's (W.) Literary Studies. With
Portrait. 3 vols. 3^. 6d. each.

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Eight Years in

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 35. 6d.

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Curious Myths
of the Middle Ages. 3.^. 6d.

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Origin and
Development of Religious Belief. 2

vols. 3^. 6d. each.

Becker's (W. A.) Gallus : or, Roman
Scenes in the Time of Augustus. With
26 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Becker's (W. A.) Charicles : or, Illustra-

tions of the Private Life of the Ancient
Greeks. With 26 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Bent's (J. T.) The Ruined Cities of Ma-
Bhonaland. With 117 Illustrations.

y. 6d.

Library.
each Volume.

Brassey's (Lady) A Voyage in the* Sun-
beam '. With 66 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Churchill's (W. S.) The Story of the
Malakand Field Force, 1897. With 6

Maps and Plans. 3^-. 6d.

Clodd's (E.) Story of Creation : a Plain

Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus-

trations. 3^. 6d.

Conybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Howson's

(Very Rev. J. S.) Life and Epistles of

St. Paul. With 46 Illustrations. 3^.6,7.

Dougall's (L.) Beggars All
;
a Novel. 3^.6^^.

Doyle's (A.Conan) Micah Clarke. A Tale
of Monmouth's Rebellion. With 10

Illustrations, y. 6d.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Captain of the

Polestar, and other Tales, y. 6d.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Refugees : A
Tale of the Huguenots. With 25
Illustrations, y. 6d.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Stark Munro
Letters, y. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) The History of England,
from the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat
of the Spanish Armada. 12 vols.

3^. 6d. each.
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The Silver Library—continued.

Froude's (J. A.) The English in Ireland.

3 vols. \os. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) The Divorce of Catherine
of Aragon. 3J, dd.

Froude's (J. A.) The Spanish Story of

the Armada, and other Essays. 3^. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) Short Studies on Great

Subjects. 4 vols. 3^. (id. each.

Froude's (J. A.) Oceana, or England
and Her Colonies. With 9 Illustra-

tions. 3^. (id.

Froude's (J. A.) The Council of Trent.

'^s.
6d.

Froude's (J. A.) The Life and Letters

of Erasmus, y- ^^•

Froude's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a

History of his Life.

179 5-1835. 2 vols. 'JS.

1834-1881. 2 vols. ^s.

Froude's (J. A.) Caesar : a Sketch. 35. 6d.

Froude's (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dun-
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last

Century. 3.?. 6d.

Gleig's (Rev. G. R.) Life of the Duke of

Wellington. With Portrait. 35. dd.

Greville's (G. C. F.) Journal of the

Reigns of King George IV., King
William lY., and Queen Victoria.

8 vols.
, 35. td. each.

Haggard's (H. R.) She : A History of

Adventure. With 32 Illustrations.

y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan Quatermain.
With 20 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Colonel Quaritch,
V.C. : a 'lale of Country Life. With
Frontispiece and Vignette. 3^. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Cleopatra. With 29
Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Eric Brighteyes.
With 51 Illustrations. 3.?. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice. With
Frontispiece and Vignette. 3^. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan's Wife. With

34 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Heart of the World.
With 15 Illustrations. 3^-. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Montezuma's Daugh-
ter. With 25 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) The Witch's Head.
With 16 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard's (H, R.) Mr. Meeson's Will.

With 16 Illustrations. 3J. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Nada the Lily. With
23 Illustrations. 3^, 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Dawn. With 16 Illus-

trations. 3J. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) The People of the Mist.

With 16 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Haggard's (H. R.) Joan Haste. With
20 Illustrations, y. 6d.

Haggard (H. R.) and Lang's (A.) The
World's Desire. With 27 lUus. y. 6d.

Harte's (Bret) In the Carquinez Woods,
and other Stories, y. td.

Helmholtz's(Hermannvon) Popular Lec-
tures on Scientific Subjects. With 68

Illustrations. 2 vols. 3^. dd. each.

Hope's (Anthony) The Heart of Princess

Osra. With 9 Illustrations. 3^. (>d.

Hornung'g (E. W.) The Unbidden Guest.

y. Sd.

Howitt's (W.) Visits to Remarkable
Places. With 80 Illustrations. y.6d.

JefferIes'(R.)The Story of My Heart: My
Autobiography. With Portrait, y. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) Field and Hedgerow.
With Portrait. 3.^. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. With 17 Illus-

trations, y. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) Wood Magic : a Fable.

With Frontispiece and Vignette by
E. V. B. 35. 6d.

Jefferies' (R.) The Toilers of the Field.

With Portrait fiom the Bust in Salis-

bury Cathedral. 3^. 6d.

Kaye (Sir J.) and Malleson's (Colonel)

History of the Indian Mutiny of

1837-8. 6 vols. 3-r.
6d. each.

Knight's (E. F.)The Cruise of the
' Alerte '

:

the Narrative of a Search for Treasure

on the Desert Island of Trinidad.

With 2 Maps and 23 Illustrations.

3J. 6d.

Knight's (E. F.) Where Three Empires
Meet : a Narrative of Recent Travel in

Kashmir, Western Tibet, Baltistan,

Gilgit. With a Map and 54 Illustra-

tions. 3.?. 6d.

Knight's (E. F.) The 'Falcon' on the

Baltic : a Coasting Voyage from
Hammersmith to Copenhagen in a
Three-Ton Yacht. With Map and
II Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Kostlin's (J.) Life of Luther. With 62
Illustrations and 4 Facsimiles of MSS.
y. 6d.

Lang's (A.) Angling Sketches. With
20 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Lang's (A.) Custom and Myth: Studies

of Early Usage and Belief, y. 6d.

Lang's (A.) Cock Lane and Common-
Sense, y. 6d.

Lang's (A.) The Book of Dreams and
Ghosts. 3^. 6d.
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The Silver Library -continued.

Lang's (A.) A Monk of Fife: a Story of

the Days of Joan of Arc. With 13
Illustrations. 3^-.

6d.

Lang's (A.) Myth, Ritual, and Religion.
2 vols. ys.

Lees (J. A.) and Clutterbuck's (W.J.)B.C.
1887, A Ramble in British Columbia.
With Maps and 75 Illvistrations. 3^. 6d.

Levett-Yeats' (S.) The Chevalier
D'Auriac. 3^ 6d.

Macaulay's (Lord) Complete Works.
'

Albany
'

Edition. With 12 Portraits.

12 vols. y. 6d. each.

Macaulay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of

Ancient Rome, etc. Witli Portrait and

4 Illustrations to the '

Lays '. y. 6d.

Macleod's (H. D.) Elements of Bank-

ing. 3J. 6d.

Marbot's (Baron de) Memoirs. Trans-
lated. 2 vols. 7s.

Marshman's (J. C.) Memoirs of Sir Henry
Haveiock. y. 6d.

Merivale's (Dean) History of the Romans
under the Empire. 8 vols.

3^-.
6d. ea.

Merriman's (H. S.) Flotsam : a Tale of
the Indian Mutiny. 3^-. 6d.

Mill's (J. S.) Political Economy. 3?. 6d.

Mill's (J. S.) System of Logic. 3s. 6d.

Milner's (Geo.) Country Pleasures: the

Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Gar-
den. 3^. 6d.

Nanssn's (F.) The First Crossing of

Greenland. With 142 Illustrations

and a Map. y. 6d.

Phlliipps-Wolley's (C.) Snap : a Legend
of the Lone Mountain. With 13
Illustrations, y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us.

3.y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven.

3.r. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Light Science for

Leisure Hours. First Series, y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Moon. y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than
Ours. y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Our Place among Infi-

nities : a Series of Essays contrasting
our Little Abode in Space and Time
with the Infinities around us.

3.^. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Suns than
Ours. y. 6d.

Proctor's (R, A.) Rough Ways made
Smooth.

3J-. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Pleasant Ways in

Science, y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Myths and Marvels
of Astronomy. 3^. 6d.

Proctor's
(
R. A.) Nature Studies, y. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Leisure Readings. By
R. A. Proctor, Edward Clodd,
Andrew Wilson, Thoma.s Foster.
and A. C. RanyaRD. With Illustra-

tions. 3^. 6d.

Rossetti's (Maria F.) A Shadow of Dante.

3^. 6d.

Smith's (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the

Carthaginians. With Maps, Plans,
&c. y. 6d.

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of
Birds. With 160 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Stephen's (L.) The Playground of

Europe (The Alps). With 4 Illustra-

tions. 3^. 6d.

Stevenson's (R. L.) The Strange Case of
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde ; with other
Fables, y. 6d.

Stevenson (R. L.) and Osbourne's (LL)
Tlie Wrong Box. 3^^. 6d.

Stevenson (Robt. Louis)and Stevenson's

(Fanny van deGrift)£aore NewArabiau
Nights.— The Dynamiter, y. 6d.

Trevelyan's (Sir G. 0. )
The Early History

of Charles James Fox. $s. 6d.

Weyman's (Stanley J.) The House of
the Wolf: a Romance, y. 6d.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Petland Revisited.
With 33 Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Strange Dwellings.
With 60 Illustrations. 3?. 6d.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors. With
II Illustrations.

3.5-.
6d.

Cookery, Domestic Management, &c.

Buckton.—Comfort and Cleanli-
ness : The Servant and Mistress

Question. By Mrs. Catherine M.
Buckton. With 14 Illastrations.

Crown 8vo. , zs.

Acton.—Modern Cookery. By Eliza
Acton. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp.
8vo,

, 4s. 6d.

Ashby.—Health in the Nursery.
By Henry Ashby, M.D., F.R.C.P.,

Physician to the Manchester Children's

Hospital. With 25 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo., y. 6d.

Bull (Thomas, M.D.).
Hints to Mothers on the Manage-
ment of their Health during
the Period of Pregnancy. Fcp.
8vo., xs. 6d,
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Cookery, Domestic Management, 8lq.—continued.
Bull (Thomas, M.D.)—conlinued. \

De Salis {M\-s)—confinuer/.
The Matp:rnal Managemknt of
Children in Health and Disease.

Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d.

De Salis (Mrs.).
Cakes and Confections a la Mode.

Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d.

Dogs: a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp.
8vo., \s. 6d.

Dressed Game and Poultrv A la
Mode. P'cp. 8vo., i.f. 6d.

Dressed Vegetables A la Mode.
Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d.

Drinks X la Mode. Fcp. Svo., i^. 6^/.

Ilntrees X LA Mode. P'cp. 8vo. , 15. 6d.

Floral Decorations. Fcp.8vo. ,i.y.6c7'.

Gardening a la Mode. Fcp. Svo.

Part I. Vegetables, xs. 6d.

Part II. Fruits. \s. 6d.

National Viands X la Mode. Fcp.
Bvo.

,
i.f. 6d.

New-laid Eggs. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

Oysters a la Mode. Fcp. Svo. , is. 6d.

Soups and Dressed Fish X la Mode.
Fcp. Svo., js. 6d.

Savouries A la Mode. Fcp. Svo. ,i.f. 6d.

Puddings and Pastry a la Mode,
Fcp. Svo. , xs. 6d.

Sw^EETS and Supper Dishes X la
Mode. Fcp. 8vo., is. 6d.

Tempting Dishes for Small In-

comes. Fcp. 8vo., IS. 6d.

W"rinkles and Notions for Every
Household. O. 8vo.

,
is. 6d.

Lear.—Maigre Cookery. By H. L.
Sidney Lear. t6mo., 2s.

Mann.—Manual of the Principles
OK Practical Cookery. By E. E.
Mann. Crown Svo., is.

Poole.—Cookery for the Diabetic.

By W. H. and Mrs. PoOLE. With
Preface by Dr. Pavy. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d.

Walker.— A Book for Every Woman.
By Jane H. Walker.

Pa.rt I, The Management of Children
in Health and out of Health. Cr,

Svo., 2s. 6d.

Part II. Woman in Health and out
of Health. Crown Svo, 2s. 6d.

Miscellaneous and Critical Works.
Essays and Sketches. Boyd (A. K. H.) (*A.K.H.B.*)—

continued.

Our Little Life. Two Series. Cr.
Svo.

, 3J-. 6d. each.

Our Homely Comedy: andTragedy.
Crown Svo., 3^. 6d.

Recreations of a Country Parson.
j

Three Series. Cr. Svo., 3.5-.
dd. each.

Butler (Samuel).
Erewhon. Cr. Svo., 5^-.

The Fair Haven. A Work in Defence
of the Miraculous Element in our
Lord's Ministry. Cr. Svo.

, ^s. 6d.

Life and Habit. An Essay after a

I
Completer View of Evolution. Cr.

I
Svo., 7s. 6d.

I Evolution, Old and New. Cr. Svo.,

;

10s. 6d.

I

Alps and Sanctuaries of Piedmont

j

and Canton Ticino. Illustrated.

Pott 4to. ,
loj!'. 6d.

I
Luck, or Cunning, as the Main
Means of Organic Modification?
Cr. Svo., JS. 6d.

Ex VoTO. An Account of the Sacro
Monte or New Jerusalem at Varallo-

Sesia. Crown Svo., lo^-. 6d.

Selections from Works, with Re-
marks on Mr. G. J. Romanes' 'Mental
Evolution in Animals,' and a Psalm
of Montreal. Crown Svo., js. 6d.

Armstrong.
By EdmundJ Armstrong. Fcp.8vo.,5J.

Bagehot.—Literary Studies. By
Walter Bagehot. With Portrait.

3 vols. Crown Svo.
, y. 6d. each.

Baring-Grould.—Curious Myths of
the Middle Ages. By Rev. S.

BARiNG-(iouLD. Crown Svo., y. 6d.

Baynes.—Shakespeare Studies, and
Other Essays. By the late Thomas
Spencer Baynes, LL.B.

, LL.D.
With a Biographical Preface by Prof.
Lev^'is Campbell. Crown 8vo.

, js. 6d.
j

Boyd (A K. H.) (' A.K.H.B.').
Atid sec MISCELLANEOUS THEGLO-
GICA L WORKS, p. 32.

Autumn Holidays of a Country
Parson. Crown Svo.

, 3^. 6./.

Commonplace Philosopher. Crown
Svo., y. 6d.

Critical Essays of a Country
Parson. Crown Svo., y. 6d.

Ea.st Coast Days and Memories.
Crown Svo.

, 3^-. 6d.

Landscapes, Churches and Mora-
lities. Crown Svo.

, y. 6d.

Leisure Hours in Town. Crown
Svo., 3^. bd.

Lessonsof Middle Age. Cr.Bvo., 35. 6a.
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works
Butler {Sa.u\jv.i.)

- continued.

The Authoress of the Odyssey,
WHERE AND WHEN ShE WROTE, WHO
She was, the Use She made of
THE Iliad, and how the Poem
GREW UNDER HER HANDS. With I4
Illustrations. 8vo. , xos. 6d.

The Iliad ok Homer. Rendered into

English Prose for the use of those who
cannot read the original. Crown 8vo.,

js. dd.

Shakespeare's Sonnets. Recon-

sidered, and in part Rearranged, with

Introductory Chapters and a Reprint
of the Original 1609 Edition. 8vo.

Calder.—Accident in Factories : its

Distribution, Causation, Compensation,
and Prevention. A Practical Guide to

the Law and to the Safe-Guarding, Safe-

Working, and Safe-Construction of

Factory Machinery, Plant, and Premises.

With 20 Tables and 124 Illustrations.

Bv John Calukr. Cr. Svo., js. 6d. net.

CHARITIES REGISTER, THE AN-
NUAL, AND DIGEST: being a
Classified Register of Charities in or
available in the Metropolis. With an
Introduction by C. S. Loch, Secretary
to the Council of the Charity Organi-
sation Society, London. Svo. , 4.?.

Comparetti. — The Traditional
Poetry of the Finns. By Domenico
Comparetti. Translated by Isabella
M. Anderton. With Introduction by
Andrew Lang. Svo., i6^.

Dickinson.—King Arthur in Corn-
wall. By W. Howship Dickinson,
M.D. With 5 Illustrations. Crown
Svo., 45-. 6d.

Evans.—The Ancient Stone Imple-
ments, Weapons, and Ornaments
OF Great Britain. By Sir John
Evans, K.C.B.. D.C.L., LL.D.,
F.R.S., etc. With 537 Illustrations.

Medium Svo., 28J.

Haggard.—A Farmers' Year : being
his Commonplace Book for 1898. By
H. Rider Haggard. With 36 Illus-

trations by G. Leon Little. Crown
Svo.

, 7J. 6d. net.

Hamlin.—A Text-Book of the His-
tory OF Architecture. By A. D. F.

Hamlin, A.M. With 229 Illustrations.

Crown Svo., js. 6d.

Haweis. —M usic and Morals. By the

Rev. H. R. Haweis. With Portrait of

the Author, and numerous Illustrations,
Facsimilesand Diagrams. Cr.Svo.,6j.net.

Hodgson. — Outcast Essays and
Verse Translations. By Shad-
worth H. Hodgson, LL.D. Crown
Svo. . 8.f . 6d.

continued.

Hoenig.—Inquiries concerning the
Tactics of the Future. Fourth
Edition, 1894, of the ' Two Brigades '.

By Fritz Hoenig. With i Sketch in

the Text and 5 Maps. Translated by
Captain H. M. Bower. Svo., 15.?. net.

HuUah.-The History of Modern
Music. BvJohn Hullah. Svo., 8i-. 6r/.

Jefferies (Richard).
Field and Hedgerow. With Por-

trait. Crown Svo. , 3J. td.

The Story of My Heart : my Auto-

biography. With Portrait and New
Preface by C. J. Longman. Crown
Svo.

, 31. dd.

Red Deer. With 17 Illustrations.

Crown Svo., y. 6d.

The Toilers of the Field. With
Portrait from the Bust in Salisbury
Cathedral. Crown Svo.

, y. 6d.

Wood Magic : a Fable. With Frontis-

piece and Vignette by E. V. B. Cr.

Svo., y. 6d.

Jekyll (Gertrude).
Wood and Garden : Notes and
Thoughts, Practical and Critical, of
a Working Amateur. With 71 Illus-

trations from Photographs by the

Author. Svo., los. 6^. net.

Home and Garden : Notes and

Thoughts, Practical and Critical, of a
Worker in both. With 53 Illustra-

tions from Photographs by the Author.

Svo., lof. 6d. net.

Johnson.—THE Patentee's Manual:
a Treatise on the Law and Practice of

Letters Patent. By J. & J. H. John-
son, Patent Agents, &c. Svo., 10s. 6d.

Joyce.—The Origin and History of
Irish Names of Places. By P. W.
Joyce, LL. D. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo.

, 5^. each.

Kingsley.—A History of French
Art, 1 100-1899. By Rose G. Kings-
ley. Svo., I2S. 6d. net.

Lang (Andrew).
Letters to Dead Authors. Fop.

Svo., 2J-. 6d. net.

Books and Bookmen. With 2

Coloured Plates and 17 Illustrations.

Fcp. Svo., 2s. 6d. net.

Old Friends. Fcp. 8vo., 2J. 6d. net.

Letters on Literature. Fcp. Svo.,
2s. 6d. net.

Essays in Little. With Portrait of

the Author. Crown Svo. , 2s. 6d.

Cock Lane and Common-Sense.
Crown Svo. , 3s. 6d.

The Book of Dreams and Ghosts.
Crown Svo., y. 6d.

Macfarren.—Lectures on Harmony,
By Sir George A. Macfarren. 8vo,,
12S.
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Miscellaneous and Critical '^Qi!\i'&—continued.

Marquand and Frothingham.—A
Text-Book of the History of
Sculpture. By Allan Marquand,
Ph. D. , and Arthur L. Frothingham,
Junr. , Ph.D. With 113 IHustrations.

Crown 8vo.
, 6j.

Max Miiller (The Right Hon. F.).
India: What CAN IT Teach Us ? Cr.

8vo., 5.-.

Chips from a German Workshop.
Vol. I. Recent Essays and Addresses.

Cr. 8vo., 5J-.

Vol. n. Biographical Essays. Cr.

8vo., 5J.

Vol. HI. Essays on Language and
Literature. Cr. 8vo. . 55.

Vol. IV. Essays on Mythology and
Folk Lore. Crown 8vo.

, ^s.

Contributions to the Science of
Mythology. 2 vols. 8vo., 32^.

Milner. — Country Pleasures : the

Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Garden.

By George Milner. Cr. 8vo.
, 3.?. bd.

Morris (William).
Signs of Change. Seven Lectures

delivered on various occasions. Post

8vo., 4J. dd.

Hopes and Fears for Art. Five Lec-

tures delivered in Birmingham, Lon-

don, etc., in 1878-1881. Crown 8vo.,

\s. 6d.

An Address Delivered at the Dis-
tribution OF Prizes to Students
of the Birmingham Municipal
School of Art on 2ist February,
1894. 8vo., '2S. 6d. net.

Art and the Beauty of the Earth :

a Lecture delivered at Burslem Town
Hall, on October 13, 1881. 8vo,,
2S. 6d. net.

Some Hints on Patter n -Design-
ing : a Lecture delivered at the Work-
ing Men's College, London, on De-
cember 10, 1881. 8vo., 2J-. 6d. net.

Arts and Crafts Essays. By Mem-
bers of the Arts and Crafts Exhibition

Society. With a Preface by William
Morris. Crown 8vo., zs. 6d. net.

Pollock.—Jane Austen : her Con-

temporaries and Herself. An Essay in

Criticism. By Walter Herries Pol-
lock. Crown 8vo.

, y. 6d. net.

Poore(GEORGEVivian, M.D.,F.R.C.P.).
Essays on Rural Hygiene. With 13

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d.

The Dwelling House. With 36
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 3^. 6d.

\ Richter. — Lectures on the Na-
tional Gallery. By J. P. Richter.
With 20 Plates and 7 Illustrations in the

Text. Crown 4to. , gs.

Rossetti.—A Shadow of Dante : be-

ing an Essay towards studying Himself,
his World, and his Pilgrimage. By
Maria Francesca Rossetti. With
Frontispiece by Dante Gabriel Ros-
setti. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d.

Soulsby (LucyH. M.).
Stray Thoughts on Reading. Small

8vo., 2S. 6d. net.

Stray Thoughts for Girls. i6mo.,
ij. 6d. net.

Stray Thoughts for Mothers and
Teachers. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. net.

Stray Thoughts for Invalids.
T6mo.

, 2s. net.

Southey.—The Correspondence of
Robert Southey with Caroline
Bowles. Edited, with an Introduction,

by Edward Dowden, LL.D. 8vo. ,14^.

Stevens.—On the Stowage of Ships
and their Cargoes. With Informa-
tion regarding Freights, Charter-Parties,
&c. By Robert White Stevens,
Associate-Member of the Institute of
Naval Architects. 8vo., 21s.

Turner and Sutherland.— The
Development of Australian Liter-
ature. By Henry Gyles Turner
and Alexander Sutherland. With
Portraits and Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , 5J,

Van Dyke.—A Text-Book on the
History of Painting. By John C.
Van Dyke. With no Illustrations.

Crown 8vo. , 6s.

Warwick.—Progress in Women's
Education in the British Empire :

being the Report of Conferences and a

Congress held in connection with the
Educational Section, Victorian Era Ex-
hibition. Edited by the Countess of
Warwick. Crown 8vo. , 6s.

White.—An Examination of the
Charge of Apostacy against
Wordsworth. By W. Hale White,
Editor of the '

Description of the Words-
worth and Coleridge MSS. in the Pos-
session of Mr. T. Norton Longman'.
Crown 8vo. , 3^. 6d.

Willard. — History of Modern
Italian Art. By Ashton Rollins
Willard. With Photogravure Frontis-

piece and 28 Full-page Illustrations,

8vo., 18.?. net.
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Miscellaneous Theological Works.
For Church ofEngland andRoman Catholic Works see Messrs. Longmans & Co.'s

Special Catalogues.

Balfour.—The Foundations of Be-

lief : being Notes Introductory to the

Study of Theology. By the Right Hon.

Arthur]. Balfour, M. P. 8vo.,i2j. 6</.

3^. (yd.

A Country
Crown 8vo. ,

Boyd (A. K. H.) (' A.K.H.B.').

Counsel and Comfort from a City
Pulpit. Crown 8vo., 3^. dd.

Sunday Afternoons in the Parish
Church of a Scottish University
City. Crown 8vo., 3J. (>d.

Changed Aspects of Unchanged
Truths. Crown 8vo. ,

Graver Thoughts of
Parson. Three Series.

35. 61a?. each.

Present Day Thoughts. Crown Svo. ,

3^. 6rf.

Seaside Musings. Cr. Svo., -y. 6d.

'To Meet the Day' through the

Cliristian Year ; being a Text of Scrip-

ture, with an Original Meditation and
a Short Selection in Verse for Every

Day. Crown 8vo., 4s. 6d.

Campbell. ~ Religion in Greek
Literature. By the Rev. Lewis
Camprell, M.A., LL.D., Emeritus
Professor of Greek, University of St.

Andrews. 8vo., 15^.

Davidson.—Theism, as Grounded in

Human Nature, Historically and Critic-

ally Handled. Being the Burnett

Lectures for 1892 and 1893, delivered at

Aberdeen. By W. L. Davidson, M.A.,
LL.D. 8vo., 15J.

Gibson.—The Abb^ de Lamennais
and the Liberal Catholic Move-
ment IN France. By the Hon. W.
Gibson. With Portrait. 8vo., 12s. 6d.

Lang.—Modi.kn Mythology : a Reply
to Professor Max Miiller

Lang. 8vo., gs.

M'acDanald (George).
Unspoken Sermons. Three Series.

Crown 8vo., y. 6d. each.

The Miracles of Our Lord. Crown
Svo.

, y. 6d.

Martineau (James).
Hours of Thought on Sacred
Things : Sermons. 2 Vols. Crown
Svo. 35. 6d. each.

Endeavours after the Christian
Life. Discourses, Cr. Svo., 7s. 6d.

Martineau (James)—continued.

The Seat of Authority in Religion.

8vo., 14J.

Essays, Reviews, and Addresses. 4
Vols. Crown Svo., js. 6d. each.

Home Prayers, with Two Services for

Public Worship. Crown Svo. 3J. 6d.

Max Miiller (F.).

The Six Systems of Indian Phil-
osophy. 8vo., iSj.

Contributions to the Science of
Mythology. 2 vols. 8vo. , 325.

The Origin and Growth of Re-

ligion, as illustrated by the Religions
of India. The Hibbert Lectures,
dehvered at the Chapter House,
Westminster Abbey, in 1878. Crown
Svo., y.

Introduction to the Science of
Religion : Four Lectures delivered at

the Royal Institution. Cr. Svo. , 5J.

Natural Religion. The Giflford

Lectures, delivered before the Uni-

versity of Glasgow in iSSS. Cr. Svo.,

Physical Religion. The Gifford

Lectures, delivered before the Uni-

versity of Glasgow in 1890. Cr. Svo.,

$s.

Anthropological Religion. The Gif-

ford Lectures, delivered before the

University of Glasgow in 1S91. Cr.

Svo., y.
Theosophy ; or. Psychological Reli-

gion. The Gifford Lectures, delivered

before the University of Glasgow in

1892. Cr. Svo., y.
Three Lectures on the VedAnta

Philosophy, delivered at the Royal
Institution in March, 1894. 8vo. , 55.

RAMAKff/SHA'A : HiS LiFE AND SAY.
ings. Crown Svo., 5J.

By Andrew
j

Romanes.—Though rs on Religion. .

! By George J. Romanes, LL.D.,
F.R.S. Crown 8vo., 4J. 6t/.

Vivekananda.—Yoga Philosophy ;

Lectures delivered in New York, Winter

of 1895-6, by the SWAMI VIVEKAN-
ANDA, on Raja Yoga ; or, Conquering
the Internal Nature

;
also Patanjali's

Yoga Aphorisms, with Commentaries.
Crown 8vo., y. 6d.

Williamson, — The Great Law :

A Study of Religious Origins and of

the Unity underlying them. By
William Williamson, Svo., 145.

50,000
—

7/00. ABERDEEN UNIVERSITY PRESS.
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